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I'KEFACE. 



Every person, who can be said to really live at all, 
loads two lives during tliis period of mortal esisteuce. 
The one life is outward ; it is passed in reading the 
thoughts of others ; in contemplating the struggles, 
the defeats, the victories, the virtiics, the sins, in fine, 
all things which make the history of those who sur- 
round us; and in gazing upon the structures which 
Art has reared, or paintings which alie hath inscribed 
on the canvas ; or looking upon the grand temple of 
the material universe, and beliolding scenes painted 
by a hand more skilled, more ^wondrous, in its creative 
power, than over cau be human hand. The life passed 
in examining what other minds have produced, or liv- 
ing other men's lives by looking at their deeds, or in 
any way discerning wliat addresses the bodily eye or 
the physical ear, — this is often wise and well; essential, 
Indeed, to any inner life; but it is outward, not self- 
Butred, not the product of our own individual natures. 
^But the thought of others suggests or develops 



tliouglit oCiytr'owL — the liistory of other men, as iv is 
writing ftaeif" imperishably every day upon theii' sou.s, 
or alrfi&djf has written itself in letters of living liglit or 
linea'flK gloomy blackness — gives rise to internal syra- 
_patlTy 'or abhorrence on the part of us wlio look on and 
_ read what is thns writing and written. Our own spirits 
'Vajre stirred within us: our passions, which have been 
■.sleeping lions, our affections and aspirations, before 
angels with folded wings, — these are awakened by what 
others are doing, and then we struggle with the bad or 
yield to it; we obey or disobey tlic good, and our in- 
ternal moral life begins ; the outward universe or the 
Great Spirit in our hearts speaks to our souls, leading 
first to inward dissatisfaction, then to aspiration for 
and attainment of holiness, and now the inner spiritual 
life, which shall transfigure all outward life, and throw 
its own light and give its own line to all the outward 
universe, has begun. These two lives are parallel 
streams ; often they mingle tlieir waters, and each im- 
parts its own hue and _ characteristic to the other. 
Sometimes the outer life is the main stream ; men live 
only in other men's thoughts and deeds — look only 
iipon the material universe, and retire but seldom 
within : the inner life is but a silver thread — a little 
rill, scarce discoverable save by the eye of God. Again, 
with many the outer life is but little ; the passing 
scene, the din of the battle which humanity is ever 
waging, the one scarce is gazed upon or the other heard 
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by those who retire much from the outward world, 
and live almost exclusively upon their own thouglits, 
and in an ideal realm of fancy, or a veal one of in- 
ternal conflict, which is hidden from the outer vision. 
Better is it when the stream of outward and inner life 
are hoth full and broad — when the glories of the 
material universe attract the gaze, the realm of litera- 
ture and learning invite the willing feet to wander 
in paths where poetry has planted many flowers, phi- 
losophy many a sturdy oak of truth, which centuries 
cannot overthrow — and when, on the other hand, 
men do not forget to retire often within, and find their 
own minds kingdoms, where many a nohle thought 
Bpontaneously grows ; their own souls heavens, wliere, 
the busy world withdrawn, they commune much with 
their own aspirations, fight many a noble battle with 
whatever hinders tlicir spiritual peace, and where they 
' commune yet more with tliat Comforter, the Divine 
Spirit, and Christ, that Friend and Helper of all who 
are seeking to make the life of thought and desire, as 
well as outward word and deed, higli and holy. 

It is not a brother's part to pass critical judgment upon 
a sister's literary attainments, or mental and spiritual 
gifts, nor is it needful in reference to Madame Ossoii. 
The world never has questioned her great learning or 
rich and varied culture ; these have been uniformly 
acknowledged. As a keen and sagacious critic of 
litera'ture, as an admirer of whatever was noble, an 
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abhoi'rer of all low and mean, this she was early, and 
is, BO far as we know, without any question regarded. 
That her judgments have always been acquiesced in is 
far from true ; but the public has ever believed them 
alike sincere and fearless. The life without, — that of 
culture and intelligent, careful observation, — all know 
that Btreaiu to have been full to overflowing. 

More and more, too, every year, the public are be- 
ginning to recognize and appreciate the richness and 
the beauty of her inner life. The very keenness of her 
critical acumen, — theveryboldnessofjier rebuke of all 
she deemed petty and base — the very truthfulness of 
her conformity to her own standard — her very abhor- 
rence of all cant and mere conformity, longprevented, 
and even yet somewhat hinder, many from adequately 
recognizing the loving spirit, the sympathetic nature, 
the Christian faith, and spiritual devoutness which made 
her domestic and social life, her action amid her own 
kindred and nation, and in Rome, for those not allied to 
her by birth and lineage, at once kindly, noble, and full 
of holy self-sacrifice. Yet continually the world is 
learning these things: the history of her life, as her 
memoirs reveal it, the testimony of so many witnesses 
hern and in other lands, a more careful study and a 
wider reading of her works, are leading, perhaps 
rapidly enough, to a true appreciation of the spiritual 
beauty of her soul, and men see that the waters of 



her JnuerUfs form a stream at oace clear aad pure, 
deep and broad. 

Li presenting to tlie public tlie last volume of Mar- 
^aret Fuller's woi'ks, the Editor is eacouraged bo hope 
for them a candid, cordial reception. It has been a 
work of love on his part, for which he has eyer felt 
iDadeqtuatte, and firom it for a. time shruuk. Bat each 
volume has had a wider and more cordiaj wdcome than 
ito predecessor, aud works received by the great public 
almost with coldness when first pablislied, havQ, when 
republished, had a largo and cheering circulation, and, 
what is far better, a kindly appreciation not only by the 
few, but even by the many. This is evidence enough 
that the progress of time has brought the public and my 
sister into closer sympathy and agreement, and a better 
understanding on its part of her true views and char 
acter. 

The present volimie is less than any of its predeces- 
sors a republication. Onti/ one of its articles has evet 
^^L appeared bpfore in book form. As a book, it is, then, 
^^K essentially new, though some of its reviews and essays 
^^ have appeared in tlie columng of the Tribune and Dial. 
A large portion of it has never appeared at all in print, 
I especially its poetical portions. The work of collecting 

I these essays, reviews, and poems has been a difficult 
one, much more than attended the preparation of 
the previous volumes. Unaule, of course, to consult 
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their author as to any of them, the revision I have 
given is doubtless very imperfect, and requires large 
allowance. It is even possible that among the poems 
one or more written by friends and sent her, or copied 
from some other author, may have crept in unawares ; 
but this all possible pains have been taken to prevent. 
Such as it is, the volume is now before the public ; it 
truly reveals her inner and outer life, and is doubtless 
ilie last of the volumes containing the writings of 
Mabgaret Fuller Ossou. 
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MENZEL'S VIEW OF GG3TIIE. 

Menzel'8 view of Goethe is that of a Philisiine, in the 
Hat opprobrious sense of the term. It is one which has long 
been applied in Germany to petty cavillers and incompetent 
I do not wish to eonvey a sense so disrespeclful in 
gpenking of Menzel. He has a vigorous and brilliant mind, 
wide, though imperfect, culture. He is a man of talent, 
but talent cannot comprehend genius. He judges of Gccthe 
a Philistine, inasmuch as he does not enter into Canaan, 
£nd read the prophet by the light of his own law, but look: 
him from without, and tries him by a rule beneath which he 
lived. That there wae something Menzel saw ; whai 
that something was not he saw, but what it uxts he could no 
see; none coiiM 'ee ; it was something to be felt and known a 
the time of \l^ apparition, but the clear sight of it was re 
served to a day far enough removed from its sphere to get i 
commanding point of view. Has that day come ? A liiili 
hile ago it seemed so; ct-rtnin tVatures of Gmth<:'s person 
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alily, pertain results of hij ttndnucy, liad beconie eo inanifesL 
]{ut a:i the plants he planted tnatui'e, they ghcd a new ieed 
tm- a yet more noble growth. A wilier experience, a deeper 
insight, make rejected woi-ds come true, aiid bring a more re- 
fined perception of meaning already discerned. Like all his 
elder brothers of the elect band, the forlorn hope of humanity, 
he obliges us to live and grow, that we may walk by his side ; 
vainly we strive to leave him behind in some niche of the 
hall of our ancestors ; a few steps onward and we find him 
again, of yet serener eye and more towering mien than, on 
his other pedestal. Former measurements of Ida size have, 
like the girdle bound by the nymphs round the infant Apollo, 
only served to make him outgrow the unworthy compass. 
The still rising sun, with its broader light, shows us it is not 
yet noon. In him is soon perceived a prophet of our own 
age, as well as a representative of his own ; and we doubt 
whether the revolutions of the century be not required to in- 
terpret the i|uiet depths of his Saga. 

Sure it is that none has yet found Gtethe's place, as gure 
that none can claim to be his peer, who has not some time, 
ay, and for a long time, been his pupil ! 

Yet much truth has been spoken of him in detail, some by 
Menzel, but in so superficial a spirit, and with so narrow a 
view of its bearings, as to have all the effect of falsehood. 
Such denials of the crown can only fix it more firmly on the 
head of the " Old Heathen." To aueh the best answer may be 
given in the words of Bettina Brentan ; " The others criticise 
thy works ; 1 only know that they lead us on and on till we 
live in them." And thus will all criticism end in making 
more men and women read these works, and "on and on," 
till they forget whether the author be a patriot or a moralist, 
m the deep humanity of the thought, the breathing nature of 
the scene. While words they have accepted with immediate 
approval fade from memory, tliese oft-denied words of keen, 
rold traih return with ever new force and significance. 
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Men shoold be (rue, wise, beautifal, pare, uid sspiring. 
This mas wcu M'oe »nd wiae, capable of all things. Because 
he did not in one short Itfe ooinplete bis circle, can we afford 
to lose liim out of sight? Can we, in a world where so few 
men have in any degree redeemed their inheritance, neglect a 
nature so rich and so manifeBtly progreeaive ? 

Historically considered, Gcetbe Deeds no apology. His «o- 
«alled faults ittted him all the better for the put he had to 
play. In ca(A possession of his wide-ranging genins, he tanght 
the iiDBginatioD of Germany, that the highest 'flight shoald be 
«s,«od»*ed with the steady sweep and undazzled eye of the 
eagle. Was he t«o much the connoisaenr, did he attach too 
great an importance to the cultivation o( taste, where just 
4hen German literature 90 much needed to be refined, polished, 
and harmonized F Was be too sceptical, too nruch an experi- 
mentalist, — how else could he have formed himself to he the 
■keenest, and, at the same time, most nearly universal of 
observers, teaching theologians, pbilo»ophers, and patriots that 

ture comprehends them all, commands them nil, aod that no 

e devejopment of life must exclude the rest P Do you t«lk, 
•a the tsasy ca»t of (he day, of German obsiiuriiy, eittrafu- 
gance, peilantry, and bad taste, — and will you blame this 
I, whose Gircek, English, Italian, -German mind steered so 
clear of these rocks and shoals, clearing, sdjosting, and calm- 
n o»eh side, wherever he tufmed his prow ? Was he not 
just enough of an idealist, just enongh of a realist, for bis 
peculiar taski' If yon want a moral entbnsiast, is not there 
■Schiller? If piety, of purest, mystic sweetness, who hot 
Novalis ? Exuberant sentiioent, that treasures each withered 
leaf in a tender breast, look to your Richter. Would yon 

I have men to fiitd plausible meaning (or the deepest enigma, 
or to bang up each map of literature, well painted and dotted 
on its proper roller, — there are the Schlegels. Men of ideaa 
were numeroiw as nugraKtry orows in autumn, and Jaoobi 
wrote the heai't into philosophy, as well as he could. Whj 
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could nil Gkethe's place to Germany, and fa) the world, of 
wbich she is now the teacher ? Wis much-reviled arislocratic 
turn was at that time a reconciling element. It is plaiti v/by 
he wad what he was, for his country and his age. 

Whoever looks into the history of his youth, will be struck 
by a peculiar force with which all things worked I 
prepare him for his office of artist-critic to the then chaotic 
world of thought in his country. What an unusually varied 
scene of childhood and of youth ! What endless change and 
contrast of circumstances and influences 1 Father and mother, 
life and literature, world and nature, — playing into one 
another's hands, always by antagonism 1 Never was a, child 
so carefully guarded by fate against prejudice, against un- 
due bias, against any engrossing sentiment. Nature having 
given him power of poetical sympathy to know every situa- 
tion, would not permit him to make himself at home in any. 
And how early what was most peculiar in his character 
manifested itself, may be Been in these anecdotes related by 
his mother to Bettina. 

Of Goethe's childhood, — " He was not willing to play with 
other little children, unless they were very fair. In a circle 
lie began suddenly to weep, screaming, ' Take away the black, 
ugly child ; I cannot bear to have it here' He could not be 
pacified ; they were obliged to take him home, and there the 
mother could hardly console him for the child's ugli 
was then only three years old." 

" His mother was surprised, that when his brother Jacob 
died, who had been his playmate, he shed no tear, but rather 
seemed annoyed by the lamentations of those around him. 
But afterwards, when his mother asked whether he had 
loved his brother, he ran into his room and brought from 
under his bed a bundle of papers, all written over, and said 
he had done all this for Jacob." 

Even so in later years, had he been asked if he had not 
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Ivved hia country and hia fellow-men, Ije would not have an- 
swered by tears and vowa, but pointed to his works. 

In the first anecdote is observable that love of symmetry in 
external relations which, in manhood, made him give up the 
woman he loved, because she would not have been in place 
among the old-fashioned furuilure of his father's bouse ; and 
dictated the course which, at the crisis of his life, led him to 
choose an outward peace rather than an inward joy. In iho 
Eecjnd, he displays, at the earliest age, a sense of his vocaliori 
as a recorder, the same which drew him aflerwards lo write 
his life into verse, rather than clothe it in action. His indi- 
rectness, his aversion to the frankness of heroic meetings, is 
repulsive and suspicious to generous and flowing natures; yet 
many of the more delicate products of the mind seem to need 
these ghenths, lest bird and insect rifle them in the bud. 

And if this subtlety, isolation, and distance be the dictate 
of nature, we submit, even aa we are not vexed that ihe wild 
bee should hide its honey in some old moss-grown tree, rather 
tban in the glass liives of our gardens. "We believe it will 
repay the paina we take in seeking fur it, by some peculiar 
flavor fwrn unknown flowers. Was Gcethe the wild bee? 
We see tliat even in his boyhood he showed himself a vei'v 
Egyptian, in his love for disguises; forever expressing his 
(hougbt in roundabout ways, which seem idle mummery to a 
mind of Spartan or Roman mould. Had iie some simple thing 
lo tell his friend, he read it from the newspaper, or wrote it 
into a parable. Did he make a visit, he put on the hat or 
wig of some olher man, and made his bow us Schmidt or 
Schlosser, that they might stare, when he spoke as Go3lhe. 
He gives as the highest instance of passionate grief^ that he 
gave up for one day watching the tedious ceremonies of tlie 
imperial coronation. In daily life many of these carefully 
recorded passages have an air of platitudp, at which no wonder 
the Edinburgh Review laughed. Yet, on examination, they 
nre full of luciining. And when we see the same propensity 
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writing itself into GanymeJe, Mahomet's song, the Raynilere, 
iiinl Faufit, telling all Gcetlnj's religion in Mignoii and Maka- 
nR, all his wisdom in the WesterQ'Easleru Divati, WQ ruspecC 
it, accept, all but love it. 

This theme is for a volume, and X must quit it now. A 
brief summary of what Gcethe was aufBuea to vindicate his 
existence, as an agent in history and a part of nature, but will 
not meet the objectioos of those who meai^ure him, as they 
have a right to do, by the slaudurd of ideal manhood. 

Most men, in judging ajiother man, ask, Did he live up to 
our standard? 

But to me it ^eems desirable to ask rather, Did he live up 
to his own ? 

So possible is it that our consciences may he more enlight* 
ened than that of the Gentile under consideration. And if 
we can find out how much was given him, we are told, in a 
pure evangelium, to judge thereby ho^ niucb shall bp 
required. 

Kow, Gmthe has given us both his own standard and the 
way to apply it. "To appreciate any man, learn first what 
object he proposed to himself; nest, what degree of earqest- 
ness he showed with regard to attaining that object." 

And this is part of his hymn fur man made in the divine 
image, "The Godlike." 

" Hail to the Unknown, the 
Higher Being 
Felt within us 1 

" Unfeeling 
As nature, 
8tiU shineth the sun 
Over good and evil ; 
And on 
Smile as ou the best. 




MENZEL's view Of UtETltiJ. 

Moon and stars. 
Fate UK), &i,a. 

"There can none but man 
Perform Cha Impossible. 
He uader^tandtitlt, 
Chooaelh, nnd judgetlt i 
lie can impart to the 
Moment duration. 

" He alone may 
The good ruward. 
The guilty punuib, 
Mend and delivar; 
All the wayward, aDoenaltouti 
Bind in the uiefUI. 

" And the ImmoFtalai 



As if they were men, ard 
Did, on a grand Kcale, 
What the be=t man in liltle 
Does, or liiin would da 



" Let noble man 
Be helpful and good ; 
Ever creating 
The Right aad the Uaefui ; 
Type of those loftier 

Beings of whom the heart whigpers." 

This standard is high enough. It is what every man aliould 
express in action, the poel in mn^^!o! 

And this ofBce of a judge, who is of purer eyes than to be- 
hold iniijuity, and of a satred oracle, lo whom oihpr men mtt 
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go to ask when they siioalil choose a friend, when face a 
this great geQius does not adequately fulfil. Too often haa 
the priest left the shrine to go and gather simples by the aid 
of Bpells whose might no pure power need.'^. Glimpses are 
found in hia works of the highest spirituality, but it is blue sky 
seen through chinks in n roof which should never have been 
buiided. He has used life to excess. He is too rich for hia 
nobleness, too judicious for his inspirution, too humanly wise 
for bis divine mission. He might have been a priest ; 

An Epicurean sage, say the muttilude. This seen 
me unjust. He is also called a debauchee. There may 
he reason for such terms, but it is partial, and received, i 
they will be, by the unthinking, they are as talse as Men- 
zel's abuse, in the impression they convey. Did Gojthe value 
the present too much? It was not for the Epic; 
pleasure, but for use. He, in this, was but an instance of 
reaction, in an age of painful doubt and restless striving as lo 
ihe future. Was his private life stained by profligacy ? 
That fer largest portion of hia life, which is ours, and which 
is expressed in his works, is an unbroken series of efforts to 
develop the higher elements of our being. I cannot speak to 
private gossip oo this subject, nor even to well -authenticated 
versions of his private life. Here are sixty volumes, by him- 
self and others, which contain sufiieient evidence of a life of 
severe labor, steadfast forbearance, and an intellectual growth 
almost unparalleled. That he has failed of the highest fulfil 
ment of his high vocation is certain, but he was neither Epi 
curean nor sensualist, if we consider hia life as a whole. 

Yet he had failed to reach hia highest development ; and 
how was it that he was so content with this incompleteness, 
nay, the serenest of men ? His serenity alone, in such a timt: 
of scepticism and sorrowful seeking, gives him a claim lo all 
our study. See how he rides at anchor, lordly, rich in freight, 
every while Pail re;idy to be unfurled a 
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And it must be a very slight survey which can confound thia 
calm self-lruat with sellish indifference of lemperaraeiit. In- 
deed, he, in varioua ways, lets us see how little he was helped 
in ihis respect by temperameni, Bui we need not his decln- 
, ration, — the case speaks for itself. Of all that perpelualac- 
i; oompliabnient, that unwearied constructiveness, the biiaid 
I be sunk deeper than in ten)|ierameiit. He never halts, i 
[ repines, never ia puzzled, like other men ; that tranquilhty, 
I full of life, that ceaseless but graceful motion, " without hasli 
without rest," for which we all are striving, he has attained. 
And ia not !iis love of the noblest kind ? Keverence the 
highest, have piitience with the lowest. Let this day's per- 
formance of Che meune^t duty he thy religion. Are the stars 
too distant, pick up that pebble that lies ai thy foot, and from 
it leurn the all. Go out like Saul, the son of Kish, look ear- 
nestly after the meanest of thy father's goods, and a kingdom 
shall be brought thee. The least act of pure self-renunciation 
hallows, for the moment, all within its sphere. The philoso- 
pher miiy mislead, the devil tempt, yet innocence, though 
wounded and bleeding as it goes, must reach at last the holy 
city. The power of sustaining himself and guiding others 
rewards man sufficiently for the longest apprenticeship. Is 
not this lore the noblest ? 

Yes, yes, but still I doubt 'Tie true, he says all this in a 
thousand beautiful forms, but he does not warm, he does not 
inspire me. Ia his certainty is no bliss, in his hope no love, 
in his faith no glow. How is this ? 

A friend, of a deheate penetration, observed, " His atmos- 
phere was so calm, so full of light, that I hoped he would teach 
me his secret of cheerfulness. But I found, after long search, 
that he had no belter way, if he wished to check emotion or 
clear thought, than to go to work. As his mother tells us, 
'My son, if he had a grief, made it into a poem, and so got 
rid of it.' This mode is founded in truth, but does not 
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involve the whole truth. I want the method wliieh is indii.'aled 
by the. phrtU'e, ' Pei-aeveranoe of ibe sainta.' " 

ThiB toached the T<!rj poinL Gcethr? Attained only the 
pergeveraiKie of a innn. He was true, for he knew that noth- 
ing can be false to him who ia true, aiicl that to )^niu!^ nature 
has pledged her proteclion. Had he but seen a little farther, 
he would have given this covenant a higher expression, and 
been more deeply true to a diviner nature. 

In another article on Gcetfas, I shali give Rome account of 
that period, when a too determined aolion of the intellect 
limked and blinded him for the rest of his life ( I roean only 
in compnrison with what he ^houlit have been. Had it been 
otherwise, what would he not have attained, who, even thus 
self-enchained, rose to Ulyssean stature. Connected with this 
in the fiiiCi, of which he spoke with such sarcastic solemnity to 
Eckermunn — " My works will never be popular." 

I wish, also, to consider the Faust, Elective AHinities, Ap- 
. prentice^hlp and Pilgrimagea of Wilheim Meister, and Iphi- 
genia, aa affording indioations of the progress of his genius 
here, of its wants and prospects in future spheres of activity. 
For the present I bid him farewell, as his friends always hvn 
Ame, in hope and trust of a better meeting. 



"WerGtoBses willnniBi 



LI Kann una Fidteit gebcn." ■ 



The first of these molloes is tliat prefixed by Gnethe to 
die last books of " Dichtung und Walirheit." Tliese books 
fecord the hour of turning tide in his life, the time when he 
was called on for a choice at the " Parting of the Ways." 
From these months, which gave the hiiti of bis youth, the 
crisis of his manhood, date the birth of Egraont, and of Faust 
too, though the latter was not published so early. They saw 
the rise and decline of his love lor Lili, apparently the truest 
loi'e be ever knew. That he was not himself dissatisfied 
with the results to which the decisions of this era led him, we 
may infer from hia choice of a motto, and from the calm 
beauty with which he has invested the record. 

The Parting of the Ways ! The way he took led to court- 

fevor, wealth, celebrity, and an independence of celebrity. It 

L led to large performance, and a wonderful economical manage- 

it of intellect. It led Fnust, the Seeker, from the heights 

Bj-of his own mind to the trodden ways of the world. There, 

^ indeed, he did not lose sight of the roomitaiDS, but be never 

i their keen air again. 
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After this period we find in Lira rather a wide and deep < 

Wisdom, than Che inspiration of Geniu-<. His faith, tliut all 
must issue well, wants the sweetness of piety, and the God he 
manifests to ua ia one of law or necessity, rather ihan of intel- 
h^ent love. As this God makes beeause be mu^t, so Gcelhe, 
his inatrument, observes and re-creates because he must, 
observing with minutest fidelity the outward exposition of 
r blinded by a sham, or detained by a fear, he 



insight to her sacred secret. 

give us repose, because it is 
Those flame-like natures, 

jre peace and hope, through 

jvith his hearth-enclosed fires 
it is, that Grod is every 
t see liim acknowledged. 
" shall not Nature inter- 



yet makes i 

The calmest of writers does n 

(oo difiicult to find his centi 

which he undervalues, give tis 

their restless aspirations, than he w 

of steady fulfllment. For, true i 

where, we most not only see him, 

Through the consciousness of ma 

preC God?" We wander in diversity, and wilh each new 

turning of the path, long anew to be referred to the One. 

Of Gu3lhe, as of other natures, where the intellect is too ' 
much developed in propoi-tion to the moral nature, it is diffi- 
cult to speak without seeming narrow, blind, and impertinent. 
For such men iee all that others live, and, if you feel a want 
of a faculty in them, it is hard to say they have it not, lest, 
next moment, they puzzle you by giving some indication of it. 
Yet Ihey are not, nay, ktiow not; they only discern. The ■ 
difitirence is that between sight and life, pi'escience and being, 
wisdom and love. Thus with G<£the. Naturally of a deep 
mind and shallow heart, he felt the sway of the affections 
enough to appreciate their workings in other men, hut never 
enough to receive their inmost regenerating influence. 

How this might have been had he ever once abandoned 
himself entirely to a sentiment, it is impossible to say. But 
the education of his youth seconded, rather than balanced, his 
natural tendency. His father was a gentlemanly martinet; 
dull, sour, well-informed, and of great ambition as to externals. 



i inlliieiice on the isnn was wholly artificial. He was alwaya 
turning lii-i jioweH'iil mind fram siile to side in seardi of in- 
'fiirmatinn, for the attainment of what are called accomplish- 
ments. Tiie mother was a delightful person in her way ; 
open, genial, playful, full of lively talent, but without earnest' 
a of soul. She was one of those charming, but not noble 
sons, who take the day and the man as they find them, 
Ing tbe best iliat is there already, but never making the 
better grow in ita stead. His sister, though of graver kind, 
was social and intellectual, not religious or tender. The mor- 
tifying repulse of his early love checked the few pale buds of 
faith and tenderness that his heart put forth. Hia friends 
were friends of tbe intellect merely ; altogether, he seemed 
led by destiny to tbe place be was to fill. 

Pardon him, World, that he was too worldly. Do not 
wonder. Heart, that lie was so heartless. Believe, Sout, that 
one so true, as far as he went, must yet be initialed into tlie 
deeper mysteries of Soul. Perhaps even now he sees that 
we must accept limitations only to transcend them ; work in 
processes only to delect the organizing power which super- 
sedes them ; and that Sphinxes of fifty-five volumes might 
well be cast into the abyss before the single woi-d that solves 
them all. 

Now, when I think of Gtethe, I seem to see his soul, all 
the variegated plumes of knowledge, artistic form '' und so 
weiler," burnt from it by the fires of divine love, winglesa, 
motionless, unable to bide from itself in nny subterfuge of 
labor, saying again and again, the simple woHs which he 
would never distinctly say on earth — God beyond Nature — 
Faith beyond Sight — tbe Seeker nobler than the Meisler. 

For this mastery that Gccihe prizes seems to consist rather 
in the skilfiil use of means than in the clear manifestation of 
ends. His Master, indeed, makes acknowledgment of a 
divine ordei*, but the temporal uses are always uppermost in 
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the mind of the i-eader. Hut of ihis, more at large in r( 
encc to his works. 

Apa^t fi'oni tlii« wnnl> full in his works, there is a liltlenatE 
in his aspect as a character. Why waste his time in Weimar 
court entertainlnehtsP His duties as Tninistef were not 
wortliy of him, though it would liave been, perhaps, finer, if 
fafi bad not spent so large & portion of tliat prime of intellectual 
life, from five and twenty to forty, UjMin them. 

But granted that iHb eXert-ise these gave his faculties, the 
various lore they brought, and the good they did to the com- 
munity, made them worth his doing,' — why that perpetual 
dangling after the royal family ? Why all that versp-making 
for the albums of serene highnesses, and lliose pretty poetical 
entertainments for the young prineeaaes, and that cold setting 
himself apart from hia true peers, the real sovereigns of 
Weimar — Hei-der, Wi eland, and the others? The esc 
must be found in circumstances' of his time and temperam 
which made the character of Wan of the woi-ld and mat 
alTairs more attractive to hira than the children of natlire can 
conceive it to be in the eyes Of one who is capable of being a 
consecrated bard. 

The man of genius feels that literature has hccatne too 
much a craft by itself. No man should live by or for his peh. 
Writing is worthless except as the reeoi-d of lift ; and no 
great man ever was satisfied thus to express all his beitig. 
His book should be only an indication of himself. The obe- 
lisk should point to a scene of conquest. In the present state 
of division of labor, the literary man finds himself condemned 
(* be nothing else. Does he write a good book ? it is not 
received as eridence of his ability to ]Wi\ and act, but rather 
the reverse. Men do not offer hira the care of embassies, as 
an earlier age did to Petrarca ; Ihcy would be surprised if he 
left his study to go forth to buttle like Cervantes. We have 
the swordsman, and statesman, and penman, but it is not consid- 
pri'd thai the same mind wliicli can rule the destiny of a poem, 
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I bwiy na well (Iiat of an «rmy or an eilijiire.' Yet surely il 
vhonid be so. The acientiSo man may Dpod aecluaion from 
the common affairs of life, for lie lia? liis materialB before liimj 
but tbe man of letters must seek tlium In life, atid he nho 
cannot acl will but Imperfectly appreciate action. 

The literary tnan is impatient at being set apart. He feels 
that monks and troubadour?, though in a similar position, were 
brought into more healthy connection with man and nalure, 
than lie who ia auppQSed to look at thetn mei-ely to Write them 

' fcwn. So he rebels; and Sir Walter Scott is prouder of be- 
ing a good sheriff and ftirmer, than of his reputation as tlie 
Great Unknown. Byron pif[ues himself on his skill in shoot- 
hig and swimming. Sir H. Davy and Schlegel would he 
admired as dandies, and GtElhe, who had received an order 
IVorn a publisher " for a dozen more dramas in the same style 
as GiBtz von Berlichingen," and though (in sadder sooth) he 
had already Faust in his head asking to be written out, thought 
!l no degradation to become premier in the little Duchy of 
Weimar, 

" Straws show which way the wind blows," and a comment 
tnay be drawn from the popular hovels, Where the literary 
man is obliged to wash off the ink in a violet hath, attest his 
courage in the duel, and hide his idealism beneath the vulgar 
nonchalance and coxcombry of the man of fashion. 

If this tendency of his time had some influence in making 
Gcethe find pleasure in tangible power and decided relations 
*ith society, there wore other causes which worked deeper. 
The growth of genius in ila relations to men around must 
always be attended With daily pain. The enchanted eye 
turns from the far-off star it has detected to the shortsighted 
bystander, and the seer is mocked for pretending to see what 
others cannot. The lai^e and generalizing mind infers the ' 
whole fhim a single clrcumslaiiee, and is reproved by all 
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uround for its presumptuous Judgi 
pierces slianiA, creeds, coveiiaiils, 
which others embrace, till the lovi 
hurl ibe true knight to ibe ground. 



letit. lis Ithuriel lempci 
nd cboaes the phautotn^ 
rs of the false Florimels 
Little men are indignant 



that Hercules, yet an infant, declares he has strangled the 
"erpent; they demand a proof; they send him out into seenea 
of labor to bring thence the voucher that his father is a. god. 
What Che ancienlR meant to express by Apollo's coutinutt) 
disappointment in bis loves, is felt daily in the youth at 
genius. The sympathy he seeks flies hia touch, the ob- 
jects of hia affection sneer at his sublime credulity, his self- 
reliance is arrogance, his far sight infatuation, and his ready 
detection of fkflacy fickleness and inconsistency. Such is the 
youth of genius, before the soul has given that sign of itself 
which an unbelieving generation cannot controvert. Even 
then he is little benefited by the trans tbrmaii on of the mock- 
ers into worshippers. For the soul seeks not adorers, but 
peers ; not blind worship, but intelligent sympathy. The best 
con.solation even then is that which Goethe puts into the moulh 
of TnsBo: "To-me gave a God to tell what I suffer." In 
" Tasso " G(ethe has described the position of ihc poetical mind 
in its prose relations with equal depth and fulness. We see 
what he felt must be the result of entire iihandonmeut to the 
highest nature. We see why he valued himself on being 
able to understand tiie Alphonsos, and meet aa an equal the 
Anlonios of every-day life. 

But, you say, (here is no likeness between Gtethe and 
Tas.-o. Never believe it ; such pictures are not painted from 
observation merely. That deep coloring which fills them 
with tight and life is given by dipping ihe brush in one's own 
life-blood. GiEthe had not from nature that character of 
self-reliance and self-control in which he so long appeared to 
the world. It was wholly acquired, and so highly valued be- 
cause be was conscious of the opposite tendency. He was by 
nature as impetuous, though nut as tender, ai Tasso, and the 
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dlsndvantagu nl wliioh tbis constantly placed him was keenlj 
ftll by H mind made lo appreciate the subtlest harmonies in 
sll relatioDS. Therefore vias it that when he at last cast 
anchor, he was so reluctant again to trust himself to wave 
tiad breeze. 

I have before spoken of the antagonistic influences undtr 
frhich he was educated. He was driven from the severity of 
study into the world, and then again drawn back, many times 
la the course of his crowded youth. Both the world and the 
Study he ascd with unceasing ardor, but not with the sweet- 
ness of a peaceful hope. Most of the traits which are con- 
sidered to mark bis character at a later period were wanting 
til him in youth. He was very social, and continually per- 
turbed by his social sympathies. He was deficient both in 
outward self-possession and mental self-trust. " I was always," 
^e says, " either loo volatile or too infatuated, so that those 
who looked kindly on me did by no means always honor me 
with their esteeni." He wrote much and with great freedom. 
The pen came naturally to his hand, but he had no conji- 
dence in the merit of what he wrote, and much inferior per- 
sons lo Merck and Herder might have induced him to throw 
aside as worthless what it had given him sincere pleasure to 
comjiose. It was hard for him to isolate himself, to console 
himself, and, though his mind was always busy with imporlnnt 
thoughts, they did not free him from the pressure of other 
minds. His youth was as sympathetic and impetuous as any 
on record. 

The effect of all this outward pressure on the poet is 
recorded in Werther — a production that he afterwards under- 
valued, and to which he even felt positive aversion. It wa^ 
natural that (his should be. In the calm air of the cultivated 
plain he attained, the remembrance of the miasma of senCi- 
Meiitality was odious to him. Yet sentimentality is but senti- 
ment diseased, which to be cured must be patiently observed 
by the wise physician ; so are the morbid desire and deE->«ii 
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'it' Wevlher, the aickneafl oi' a soul aspiring W a purer, freei 
it&te, but misiakiag tLe way. 

The beat or the worst occasion in man's life is precisely thai 
loidaB.ed in Werther, when he longa for more lova, more free^ 
dom, and a larger development of genius than the limitatioBB 
of this terrene sphere permit. Sad is it indeed if, persititing to 
gra^p loo much at once, he loaeall, aa Werther did. He raiuit 
aecept limitation, must consent to do his work in time, must 
let his affectiona be baffled by the barriers of convention- 
Tan talus-like, lie makes this world a. Tarlarua, or, like Herou- 
los, rises in flres to heaven, atootding as he knows how to 
interpret his lot. But he must only use, not adopt il. The 
boundaries of the man must never be confounded with tlie 
destiny of the soul. If he does not decline his dei^tiny, as 
Werther did, it is his hoijor to have felt its unfitness for hia 
eternal scope. He was born for wings ; he is held to walk tn 
leading-strings ; nothing lower than faith must make him re-i 
signed, and only in hope should he find content — a hope not 
of some slight improvement in his own condition or that of 
other men, but a hope justified by tbe divine justice, which is 
bound in due time to satisfy evei-y want of hiii nature. 

Schiller's great command is, " Keep true to the dream of thy 
youth." The great problem is how to make the dream real,. 
through the CKercise of the waking will. 

This was not exiictly the problem Goethe tried to aoWe. To 
do somewhat, became too important, as is indicated botk by 
the second motlo to this essay, and by hia maxim, " It is nut. 
the knowledge of what miff/U be, but what is, that forms u^" 

Werther, like hia early essays now republished from the 
Frankfort Journal, is characterized by a fervid eloquence of 
Italian glow, which betrays a part of his character almost lust 
sight of in the quiet transparency of hia later productions, 
and may give us some idea of the raenlai couHicM ihrougb 
which he parsed to manhood. 

The Ficiiiig out the niyrtery into life, ihc LulmneoS of sur 
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?ey, and the paasionatenesa of feeling, above ail iLe iroiiiual 
bufliing at tlie end, and want of poiiit lo a tale got up with 
such an eye to eSeai as lie goes along, ui^i'k well tUu inaa tliat 
wad to be. EvdU so did he demand hi Wurther ; evtu so rtiA- 
olutelj opea the door in the tirst pi(i't ul' fuust ; even bo aeem 
to play with himself and hii conteinpoi'aried in the second 
part of FttUHt aad Wilhelm Meiste)'. 

Yet was he deeply earnest in his play, not for men, but for 
himself. To himself as a part of nature it was important to 
grow, to lifl his head to the light. In nature he hud all eon- 
fidence; for man, as a part of nature, infinite hopei but in 
him as an individual will, seemingly, not much truat at the 
earliest age. 

The history of his inlimaeies marks his courEe ; they were en- 
tered into with passionate eagerness, but always ended in an ob- 
seryatJDu of the intelleet, and he lell Ihem on his road, as the 
snake leaves his skin. The hi'i^t man he met of sufficient 
force to command a large share of his attention was Herdet, 
and the heaeStof this intercourse was critical, not geniaL 
Of the good Lavater be soon perceived Che wealioeaa. 
Meruk, again, commanded his reiipect ; but the force of Mcrpk 

But in the Grand Duke of Weimar he seems to have met 
a chanictei- strong enough to qiereise a decisive ioflueiice 
upon his own. Goethe wae not sq politic and worldly that a 
little man <tauld ever have become his Maecenas. In the 
Duchess Amelia and her son iie found that practical sagacity, 
large knowledge of things as they are, active force, and genial 
feeling, whicli he had never before seen combined. 

The wise mind of the duchess gave the first impulse lo 
the noble oourae of Weimar. But that her aon should have 
availed himself of the foundation she laid is praise enough, in 
a world where there ie such a rebound from parenlal influ- 
ence that it grnerally seems that the child makes use of tlie 
directions given by the paiviii only lo avuid ihc prei-cribi-ii 
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piitli. The duke avuiled himself of guiclaiice, thougli witli a 
perfect independence in action. The duchess hod tht unusual 
wisdom to know the right time for giving up the reini^, and 
thus maintained ber authoritj us ikr as the weight of hei' 
charitcter vus calculated tfl give iL 

Of ber Gccthe was thinking when he wrote, " The admira- 
blu woman is she, who, if the husband dies, can be a father to 
the children." 

The duke Beems to hare been one of those characters 
which are best known by the impression their personal pree- 
enee makes on us, resembling iin elemental and pervasive 
force, rather than wearing the fealures of an individiialily, 
G(Bthe describes him as '* Ddmonische" that is, gifted witll an 
instinctive, t>pontaneous force, which at once, without calcu- 
lation or foresight, chooiiea the right means to an end. As 
these beings do not calculate, so is their influence incalculable. 
Their repose has as much influence over other beings as their 
action, even as the thunder cloud, lying black and distant in 
the sammer sky, is not less imposing than when it hursts and 
gives forth its quick lightnings. Such men were Mirabeau 
and Swift. They had also distinct talents, but their inlluence 
was from a perception in the minds of men of this spontane- 
ous enej^y in their natures. Sometimes, though rarely, we 
see such a man in an obscure position ; circumstances have 
not led him to a large sphere ; he may not have expressed in 
words a single thought worth recording; but by his eye and 
voice he rules all around him. 

He stands upon his feet with a firmness and calm security 
which make other men seem to halt ami totter in their gait. 
In his deep eye is seen an intinite comprehension, an infinite 
reserve of power. No accent of his sonorous voice is lost on 
any ear within hearing; and, when he speaks, men hate or 
fear perhaps the disturbing power ihey feel, but never dream 
uf disobeying. But hear Grelbe himself. 

"The boy believed in nature, in the ajiiraale and inauimate 
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) discover Bomowliat which 
E manifested itself ooly through coDtradiiitioii, and therefore could 
mpreheodcd by any i^ouueption, much less deAned by 
^m word. It was not divine, for it seemed without t'eaaon; not 
1, because without uaderatandiug ; not devilisb, because 
it worked to good ; not angelic, because it oll^n betrayed a 
petulant love of mischief. It was like chance, in that it 
proved no seqoence ; it suggested the thought of Providence, 

I because it indicated connection. To this all our liuiitatious 
teem penetrable ; it seemed to play at will with all the ele- 
ments of our being ; it compressed time and dilated apace. 
Only in the impossible did it seem to delight, and to CJist the 
possible aside with disdain. 
"Tiiis existence which seemed to mingle with others, some- 
times to separate, sometiraes to unite, I called the Damonische, 
after the example of the ancients, and others who have ob- 
served somewhat similar." — Dichtung und Wahrkeil. 
'•The Damooische is that which cannot be explained by 
reason or understanding ; it lies not in my nature, but I am 
■nbject (o it. 
** Napoleon was a being of this class, and in so high a de- 
gree that scarce any one is to he compared with him. Also 
our lule grand duke was such a nature, full of unlimited 
power of action and unrest, so that his own dominion was 
too little for him, and the greatest would have been too iiltle. 
Demoniac beings of this sort the Greeks reckoned among 
their demigods." — ConveTiatiom with Eekermann.* 

I This great force of will, this instinctive directness of action, 
gave the duke an immediate ascendency over Gcelhe which 
no other person had ever possessed. It was by no means 
mete sycophancy that made him give up the next ten years, 
by 



[• Eckframnn's Conyeraationa with Gcpthe, translaled froni the Getronn 

edited by Rev. Qeorge RdpUy, and pnbliBhad in 11139. This volume ha) 
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the prime of his manhood, lo accompanying the ■;ran»i ilotlin 
in hia revels, or aiding him in his schemes of practical utility, 
or to contriving elegant amusements for the ladies of tha i 
court. It vas a. real admiration for the character of the | 
genial man of the world anil its environment. 

Whoever is turned from his natural path may, if he w 
gain in largeness and depth what he loses in simple beauty } ^ 
and 50 it was with Gkcthe. Faust became a wiser if ni 
nobler being. Werther, who must die because life wwt not 
wide enough and riuii enough in love for him, ends as the 
Meiater of the Wnndeijahre, well content to be one never 
inadequate to the oflcnsion, " help-iull, eomfort-full." 

A great change was, during these years, perceptible to his 
friends in the character of Gicthe. From being al*ays 
" either too volatile or infatuated," he retreated into ti self* ] 
collected state, which seemed at first even icy lo ihose Hro 
him. No longer he darted about him the lightnings of his 
genius, but sat Jove-like and calm, with the thunderbolts 
grasped in his band, and the eagle gathered to his feeL His 
freakish wit was subdued into a calm and even cold irony j 
hia multiplied relations no longer permitted him to abandon 
himself to any ; the minister and courtier could not expatiate 
in the free regions of invention, and bring upon paper (he 
signs of his higher life, without subjecting himself to an arti- 
ficial process of isolation. Obliged to economy of time and 
means, he made of his intimates not objects of devout tender- 
ness, of disinterested, care, but the crammers and feeders of 
hia intellect. The world was to him an arena or a studio, but 
not a temple. 

" Ye cannot serve God and Mammon." 

Had Grojlho entered upon practical life fi-om the dictate of 
hia spirit, which bade him not be a mere author, but a living, 
loving man, that had nil been well. But he must also be a 
man of the world, and nothing can be more unfavorable to 
true manhood ihun LlJi;^ iiuibition. The citizen, the hero, the 



.general, the poet, all tlieae are io true relations ; but ivlint in 
culled being a man of the world is to truckle to it, not ti'uly 
to servo it. 

Thus fettered in false relaticms, detained from retireracui 
upon the centre of his being, yet so relieved from ihe earl; 
pressure of hia great thoughts as to pity more pious souls for 
being restless seeker*, no woDder that he wrote, — 

" Es ist dafiir geaorgt dasa die Btlume nicht in den Hitn- 
mel wachsen." 

" Care is taken that the trees grow not up into the heavens." 
Ay, Gccthe, but in proportion to their force of aspiration is 
their heighL 

Yet never let him be confounded with those who sell all 
their birthright He became blind to the moro generous vir- 
tues, the nobler impulses, but ever in self-respect was busy to 
develop his nature. He was kind, industrious, wise, gentle- 
manly, if not manly. If his genius lost sight of the highest 
aim, he is the best instrucfor in the use of meaoa ; ceasing to 
be a prophet poet, he vaa still a poetic e 
time forward he seems a listener to n«ti 
Sflf the highest product of 
1 works graw t 



From this 

iture, — a priest to the soul of 

t of life, but are not instinct 

r life of human resolve, as are Shakspeare'd 



with the peculia 

Faust contains the great idea of his life, as indeed tim'e is 
but one great poetic idea possible to man — the progress of a 
soul through the various forms of existence. 

All his other works, whatever their mirHcnloos beauty of 
execution, are mere chapters lo tliis poem, illustrative of par- 
ticular points. Fauf^t, had it been completed in the spirit in 
whicli it was begun, would have been (be IKviaa Commedia 



But nothing can better show the difference of result between 
t. stem and earnest life, and one of partial accommodation, 
than a ctHUiKiiii^n between the l^iridiiM and that of the second 
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pnrt of Faust. In both a soul, graduallj' educated and led 
back to God, is received at last not through merit, but grace. 
But the diiTerence between the grandly humble reliance of 
old Catholicism, and the loophole redemjition of modi'i-n 
sagacity I Dante was a man, of vehement paseions, many 
prejudices, biller as much as sweet. His knowledge was 
scanty, his sphere of observation narrow, the objects of his 
active life petty, compared with those of Gcethe. But, con- 
stantly retiiing to his deepest self, clearsighted to the limita- 
tions of man, but no less so to the illimitable energy of the 
60ul, the sharpest details in his work convey a largest sense, 
as his strongest and steadiest flights only direct the eyn to 
heavens yet beyond. 

Tet perhaps he had not so bard a battle to wage, as thia 
other great poet. The fiercest passions are not so dangeroaa 
toes to the soul as the cold scepticism of the understanding. 
The Jewish demon assailed the man of Uz with physical ills , 
the Lucifer of the middle ages templed his passions ; but the 
Mephistopheles of the eighteenth century bade the finite 
strive to compass the infinite, and the intellect attempt to 
solve all the problems of the soul. 

This path Faust had taken : it is that of modern necro- 
mancy. Not willing to grow into God by the steady worship 
of a life, men would enforce his presence by a spell; not will- 
ing to learn his existence by the slow processes of their own, 
they strive to bind it in a word, that they may wear it about 
the neck as a talisman. 

Faust, bent upon reaching the centre of the universe through 
the intellect alone, naturally, after a length of trial, which has 
prevented the harmonious unfolding of his nature, falls into 
despair. He has striven for one object, and that object eludes 
him. Returning po h m If he flnds large tracts of his 
nature lying wast a d h 1 He is too notile for apathy, 

too wise for vulga n w h the animal enjoyments of 
life. Yet the lb I I b o many years increasing it 
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not to be borne. Give me, he cries, but a ilrop of water to 
cool my barning tongue. Yet, in casting himaelt' with a wild 
recklbssnesa upon the impulses of his nature yet uotricd, thei-e 
ia a disbelief that any thing short of the All can satisfy the 
immortal lipirii. [lis Gnt attempt was noble, though miS' 
taken, and under the saving influence of it, ho makes the 
compact, whose condition cheats the iiend at lost. 

Kannst du mich schmeichelnd je belOgen 
Dass ich mir selbst gefullen mag, 
Kannst du mich mit Genuss betriigen : 
Das sey fiir raicb der letztc Tag. 

Werd ich zum Augenblicke sagen ; 
Verwcile docb ! du hist so schiin I 
Daan raagst du mich in Fesseha schlagen, 
Daun will ich gem zu Grunde gehen. 



Canst thou by falsehood or hy flattery 

Make me one moment with myself at peace, 

Cheat me into tranquillity ? Come then 

And welcome, life's last day. 

Make me hut to the 

fly not yet, thou art so 

Then let me perish, &c. 



But this condition is never fulfilled. Faust cannot be con- 
tent with sensuality, with the charlatanry of ambition, nor 
with riches. His heart never becomea callous, nor his moral 
and intellectual perc«ptioo3 obtuse. He is saved at lasL 

With the progress of an individual soul is shadowed forth 
that of the soul of the age ; beginning in intellectual scepticism ; 
sinking into license ; cheating itself with dreams of perfect 
bliss, to be at once attained by means no surer than a spurious 
paper currency ; longing itself back from conflict between the 
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spirit aiid the flesh, inducfd by Christianity, to the Grepk wra 
with its harmonious development of body and mind ; striving 
to reembody the loved phantom of chissical beauty in tbt! 
heroLitn of the middle age ; flying from the Byron despair of 
those who die because they eanoot sour without wing^ to 
Echemes however nnrrow, of praotical utility, — redeemed M 
last through merey alone. 

The second part of Faust is full of meaning, resplendent 
with beauty; but it is rather an appendix to the first part 
tlijn a fullilment of its promise. The world, remembering 
the powerful stamp of individual feeling, universal indeed in 
its application, but individual in its life, which had conquered 
all its scruples in the first part, was vexed to find, instead of 
the man Faust, the spirit of the age, — discontented with the 
shadowy manifestation of truths it longed to embrace, and, 
above all, disappointed that the author no longer met ui face 
to face, or riveted the ear by his deep tones of grief and 

When the world shall have got rid of the still overpower- 
ing influence of the first part, it will be seen that the funda- 
mental idea is never lost sight of in the second. The ciiange 
is that Gcethe, though the same thinker, is no longer the same 
person. 

The continuation of Faust in the practiad sense of the 
edueation of a man is to be found in Wilhetm Meister. Here 
we see the change by strongest contrast. The mainspring of 
action is no longer the impassioned and noble seeker, but a 
disciple of circumstance, whose most marked characteristic is 
a taste for virtue and knowledge. Wilhelm certainly prefers 
these conditions of existeni* to their opposite*, but there is 
nothing BO decided in his character as to prevent his turning 
a clear eye on every part of that variegated world-soena 
which the writer wished to place before us. 

To see all till he knows all sufficiently to put objects into 
Iheir relations, then to concentrate his powers and use his 
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knowledge under recognized oonditiona, — sucli U the progress 
of man from Ajipreotice tu Master. 

'Tia pity tbat the voliiraoB of (he Wanderjalire bnve not 
beea trunslated entire, as well an tlio^t) of the Lelii'jahre, 
for many, who have read ihe liitter only, fiiucy that Wilheliu 
becomes a muster in that work. Far from it; he has but 
just become conEcious of the higher powers that have cease 
lessiy been weaving hia fate. Far from being as yet a Mas 
ter, he but now begins to be a Enower. In the Wander- 
jahre we find hitn gradually learning the duties of citizenship, 
and hardening into manhood, by applying what he has learned 
for himself to the education of his child. He converses on 
equal terms with the wise and beneticont ; he is no longer 
duped and played with for Ids good, but met directly mind to 

Wilhelm is a master when he can command his actions, 
yet keep his mind always open to new means of knowledge ; 
when he has looked at various ways of hving, various forms 
of*religioii and of eharacter, till he iias leanied to he tolerant 
of all, discerning of good in all ; when the asti'onomer im- 
parls to his equal ear his highest thoughts, and tlie poor cot- 
tager seeks his aid as a jiatron and counsellor. 

To be callable of all duties, limited by none, witli on open 
eye, a skilful and ready hand, an assured step, a mind deep, 
calm, foreseeing without anxiety, hopeful witliout the aid of 
illusion, — such in the ripe stale of manhood. This attained, 
the great rouI should still seek and labor, but strive and bat- 
tle never more. 

The reason for Goethe's choosing so negative a cbaracter an 
Wilhelm, and leading him through scenes of vulgarity and 
low vice, would he obvious enough lo a person of any depth 
of thought, even if he himself had not announced it. Ho 
thus obtained room to paint life as it really is, and bring for* 
ward those elides in the magic lantern which are always known 
to exist, though they may not be spoken of to ears polite. 
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^illielm cannot abide in tradition, nor do as liia fathers did 
before him, merely for the sake of money or a Hlandiog in 
flociety. Tlie stage, here an emblem of the ideal life as it 
gleams before unpractised eyes, offers, he fancies, opportunity 
for a life of thought as distinguished from one of routine. 
Here, no longer the simple citizen, but Man, all Men, he wil] 
rightly take upon himself the different aspects of life, till 
poet-wise, he shall hare learned tliem all. 

No doubt the attraction of the stage to young parBona of a 
vulgar charaeler is merely tbe brilliancy of its trappings; but 
to Wilhelm, as to Gmthe, it was this poetic freedom and daily- 
suggestion which seemed likely to otfer such an agreeable 
studio in the greenroom. 

But the ideal must be rooted in the real, else the poet's life 
degenerates into buifooaery or vice. Wilhelm finds the char- 
acters formed by this would-be ideal existence more despicable 
than those which grew up on the track, dusty and bustling 
and dull as it had seemed, of common lile. He is prepai'ed 
by disappointment lor a higher ambition. 

In the bouse of the count he tinds genuine elegance, genu- 
ine sentiment, but not sustained by wisdom, or a devotion to 
important objects. This love, this life, is also inadequate. 

Now, with Teresa he sees the blessings of domestic peace. 
He sees a mind sufficient for itself, finding employment and 
education in the perfect economy of a little world. The les- 
son is pertinent to the slate of mind in which his former ex- 
periences have left him, as indeed our deepest lore is won 
from reaction. But a sudden change of scene introduces him 
to the society of the sage and learned uncle, the sage and be- 
neficent Natalia. Here he finds the same virtues as with 
Teresa, and enlightened by a larger wisdom. 

A friend of mine says that his ideal of a friend is a worthy 
aunt, one who has the tenderness without the blindness of a 
mother, and takes the same charge of the child's mind as the 
mother of its body. I don't know bnt this may have a foun- 
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dfttion in truth, [hough, if eo, auntiem, like other grand profes- 
BionR, has sadly degenerated. At an^ rale, Gcethe seems to 
be possessed with a similar feeling. The Count de Thurane, 
a man of powerful character, who made a deep impression on 
his childhood, was, he says, " reverenced by me as an unch\" 
And the ideal wise man of thja common life epic elands be- 
fore us as " The "Uncle." 

After seeing the working of just views in the establishment 
of the uncle, learning piety from the Confessioua of a Beau- 
tiful Soul, and reli^ous beneficence from the beautiful life of 
Natalia, WiUielm is deemed worthy of admission to the soci- 
ety of the lUuminnti, that is, those who have pierced the 
secret of life, and know what it is to be and la do- 
Here he finds the scroll of his life " drawn with large, 
sharp strokes," that is, these truly wise read his character ibr 
him, and " mind and destiny are but two names for one idea." 
He now knows enough to enter on the Wanderjahre. 
GtEthe always represents the highest principle in the femi- 
nine form. Woman is the Minerva, man the Mara. As in 
the Faust, the purity of Gi-etchen, resisting the demon always, 
even afler all her faults, is announced to have saved lier soul 
to heaven ; and in the second part she appears, not only re- 
deemed herself, hut by her innocence and forgiving tenderness 
hallowed to redeem the being who hod injured her. 

So in the Meister, these women hover around the narra- 
tive, each embodying the spirit of the scene. The frail Phi- 
lina, graceful though contemptible, repre^tents the degradation 
incident to an attempt at leading an exclusively poetic hfe. 
Mignon, gift divine as ever the Muse bestowed on the pas- 
sionate heart of man, with her soft, mysterious inspiration, 
her pining for perpetual youth, represents the high desire that 
leads to this mistake, as Aurelia, the dei'ire for excitement ; 
Teresa, practical wisdom, gentle tranquillity, which seem most 
desirable afler the Aurelia glare. Of the lieantiful soul and 
Natalia we have already spoken. The former embodies 
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what was BUggested lo Gulliu hy [hf moBt npirilual person li«1 
knew in youth — Mademoiselle von Klelienberg, over wboin, 
as h<; said, io her iuvatid loiivlinosa the Ilolj Ghost brooded 

Entering on Che WaDderjahre, Wilhvlm buoomes acqnainted ' I 
witli soother woman, who seema the oomplument of all tlie [ 
former, and represents the idea which is (o guide and mould 
bim in iho realization of all the past experience. 

This person, long before we see her, is announced in Tai-i< 
0U9 WQJ3 as a rulinfT power. She is the last hope in casea of 
difflc.uUy, and, though an inrahJ, and living in absolute re- 
tirement, is consuUed by her connections and acquaintance aa 
itn unerring judge in all their affairs. 

All things tend towards her aa b centre ; she knows all, 
govema all, hut never goes forth from herself. 

Wilhelm at last viBits her. He finds lier infinn in body, 
but equal to all she haa to do. Charily and counsel to men 
who need her are her business, astronomy her pleasure. 

After a while, Wilhelm ascerlsins from the Astrononior, 
her companion, what he lind before suspected, that she really 
belongs to the solar system, and only appears on earth to give 
men a feeling of the planetary harmony. From her youth 
up, saye the Astronomer, till she knew me, though all recog- 
nized in her an unfolding of the higliest mora] and intellectual 
qualities, she was supposed to be sick at her times of clear 
vision. When her thoughts were not in the heavens, she 
returned and acted in obedience to them on earth ; she was 
then said to be well. 

When the Astronomer had observed her long enough, he 
confirmed her inward consciousness of a separate existence 
nnd peculiar union with the heavenly bodies. 

Her picture is painted with many delicate traits, and a grad- 
ual preparation leads tlie reader to acknowledge the truth ; bnt, 
even in the slight indication here given, who does not recognize 
thee, divine Philosophy, sure as the planetary orbits, nnd 
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^^^pfaiexhauRtible as thn fountain of ligbt, crowning thi2 failiiful 

^^g St^f'ker at last with tbo privilege to possess his own soul. 

In all that is said of Mucaria,* we recognize that no thought 
is too religious for tlio mind of Goithe. It was inil<?ud so; 
joM can deny him nothing, but only feel that hie worka are 
not inHtinct and glowing with the central fire, and, afiur catch- 
ing a glimpse of the highe^'t truth, are forced again to find 
him too much afraid of losing eight ol' tlie limitations of nature 
to overflow you or himself with the creative spirit. 

While the apparition of the celestial Maearia seems to an 
nounce the ultimate destiny of the soul of man, the practical 
application of all Wilhelm has thus painfully acquired is not 
of pure Delphian strain. Gkethe draws, as he passes, a dart 
from the quiver of Fho^bus, but ends as .^^ulapius or Mer- 
cury, Wilhelm, at the school of the Three Reverences, thinks 
out what can be done for man in liis temporal relations. He 
learns to practise moderation, and even painful renunciation. 
The hook ends, simply indicating what the course of his life 
mill be, by mnking him perform an act of kindness, with good 
judgment and at the right moment. 

Surely the simple soberness of Giethe should please at least 
those who style themselves, pi-oeminentl}', people of commaa 

The following remarks are by the celebrated Bahet von 
£nse, wliose discernment as to his works was highly prized 
by Gee the. 

• ••Don Quixote and Wilhelm Meisler! 

" Kmbraae one anotlier, Cervantes and Gcethe ! • 

" Both, using their own clear eyes, vindicated human na- 
ture. They saw tlie champions througli their errors and 
follies, looking down into the deepest soul, treeing there the 

" The DBinc of Maearia ia one of noblest aMOcinlinn. It is that of the 
dsugbter of Hercules, vho devoted bersolf a Toluntuy saciiBcc for h« 
eonntr]'. She was adored bj the Oreoks as the true Felioitr, 
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true form. RespectahU people call tUe Don as well . 
Meister a fool, wandering Intlier and thilher, transacting I 
no business of real life, bringing nothing to pass, scbbcb eveit,] 
knowing what he ought to think on any eubjcct, very unfit fop9 
the hero of a romance. Yet Las our sage known hour to painti 
the good and honest mind in perpetual toil and conflict n 
* the world, as it is embodied ; never sharing one moment the I 
impure confusion ; always striving to find fault with and ii 
prove itself, always so innocent as to see others tar better 1 
than they are, and generally preferring them to itself, learning I 
from all, indulging all except the manifestly base; the mors I 
you understand, the more you respect and love Ihia character. 
Cervantes has painted the knight, Gosihe the culture of tha ] 
entire man, — both their own time." 



But those who demand from him a life-long continuance of I 
the early ardor of Faust, who wish to see, throughout 
works, not only such manifold beauty and subtle wisdom, but \ 
the clear assurance of divinity, the pui-e white light of Maca- 
ria, wish that he had not so variously unfolded his nature, and I 
concentred it more. They would see him slaying the serpent 
with the divine wrath of Apollo, rather than taming it to 
service, like ^sculapius. They wish that he had never gone 1 
to Weimar, had never become a universal connoisseur and 
dilettante in science, and courtier as " graceful as a bom noble- | 
man," but had endured the burden of life with the suffering 
crowd, and deepened his nature in loneliness and privation, 
till Faust had conquered, rather than cheated the devil, and , 
the iftusic of heavenly faith superseded the grave and mild 
eloquence of human wisdom. 

The expansive genius which moved bo gracefully in its self 
imposed fetters, is constantly surprising us by its content with 
a choice low, in so far as it was not the highest of which the 
mind was capable. The secret may be found in the sec 
motto of this slight essay. 
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•* Ho who would do great things must quickly draw togethet 
his forties. The master can only show himself Buch through 
liiaitution, and the law alone can give us freedom." 

But there ia a higher spiritual law always ready to super- 
sede the temporal laws at the call of the human soul. The 
Boul that is too content with usual limihitions will never call 
forth this unusual munifcstation. 

If there be a tide in the affairs of men, which must be taken 
at the right moment to lead on to fortune, it is the Earoe with 
inward as with outward life. He who, in the crisis hour of 
youth, has slopped short of himself, is not likely to find again 
what he has missed in one life, for there are a great number 
of blanks to a prize in each lottery. 

But the pang we feel that " those who are so much are not 
more," Beems to promise new apherea, new ages, new crisea 
to enable these beings to complete their circle. 

Perhaps Gccthe is even now sensible that he should not 
have stopped at Weimar as bis home, but made it one station 
on the way to Paradise ; not stopped at humanity, but regarded 
it as symbolical of the divine, and given to others to feel more 
distinctly the centre of the universe, as well as the harmony 
in its parts. It is great to be an Artist, a Master, greater 
Btill to he a Seeker till the Man has found all himselfl 

What G<£the meant by self-collection was a collection of 
means for work, rather than to divine the deepest truths of 
being. Thus are these truths always indicated, never de- 
clared ; and the religious hope awakened by his sobtle dis< 
cernment of the worliings of nature never gratified, except 
through the intellect. 

He whose prayer is only work will not leave his treasure 
in the secret shrine. 

One is ashamed when finding any fault with one like 
Gcethe, who is so greaL It seems the only criticism should 
be U) do all be omitted to do, and that none who cannot ia 
entitled to say a word. Let that one speak who was all Gcothe 
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was noi. — noble, true, virtuoas, but neither wise nor subtle u 
IjIs gi'nt'raiion, a divine minisirant, a bafflfid man, ruled antf 
imposed on by the pygmies whom he spurned, nn heroic mrtiel^ 
a dijmocrat lo iho tuns of Burns : 

"The rsnlt is hut the nuinpo'i ttninp; 



Hear Beelltoven speak of Gcclhe on an occasion which 
brought oat ihe two characters in strong contrast. 

Extract from a letter of Beethoven to Bettina Brentana 
Toplitz, 1812. 

" Kings and princes can indeed make professors and privy 
councillors, and hang upon them titles; but great men tbey 
cannot make ; souls that rise above iha mud of the world, 
these they must let be madi) by other means than theii's, and' 
should therefore show them respect. When two such as I 
and Goithe come together, then must great lords observe what 
is esteemed great by one of us. Coming home yesterday we 
met the whole imperial family. Wo saw them coming, and' 
Gtalhe left me and insisted on standing one side ; let me say 
what I would, I could not make him come on one step. I ' 
pressed my hat upon my head, buttoned my surtout, and 
passed on through the thickest crowd. Princes and parasites 
made way; the Archduke Rudolph took off his hat; the 
empress greeted me first. Their highnesses know me. I 
was well amused to see the crowd pass by Goithe, At th« 
side stood he, hat in hand, low bowed in reverence till all 
had gone by. Then I scolded him well j I gave no pnrdun, 
but rypronched him with all his sins, most of all those tO» 
wards you, dearest Bettina; we had just been talking of 

If Beethoven appears, in this scene, somewhat arrogant and 
bearish, yet how noble his ntreme compared with the oppo- 
site 1 GiKlhe's lrietidshi]> with the grand dtike we respect, 
lor Kail Aii:,'ii-t iv;i* II sltiMig m;m. But «c ngrel lu sco at 
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the commanil of any Eind all mcmbere of the ducal family, 
and tbeii- conuections, who had nothing but rank to recom- 
mend them, his time nnd thoughts, of whicli be was to chary 
to private friends. Beethoven could not endure to teach the 
Archdulte Rudolph, who had the soul duly to revere his 
geniua, becanae he felt it to be " hofdienst," court service. He 
received with perfect nonchalance the homage of the soTrr- 
eigns of Europe. Only the Empress of Russia and the Arch- 
duke Karl, whom he esteemed as individuals, had power to 
gratify him by their attentions. Compnre with Gcethe's ob- 
sequious pleaHure at being able grauefully to compliment such 
high personages, Bcelhoven'a conduct wilh regard to llie famous 
Heroic Symphony, This was composed at the suggestion of 
Bemadotte, while Napoleon was still in his first glot^. He 
WAS then the h^ro of Beethoven's imagination, who hoped 
fram him (he liberation of Europe, With delight the great 
arti»l expressed in his eternal harmonies the progress ot the 
Huro's soul. The symphony was finished, and even dedicated 
to Bonaparte, when the news came of his declaring himself 
Emperor of the French. The first act of the indignant artist 
was lo tear off his dedication and trample it under foot ; nor 
could he endure again even the mention of Napoleon until 
the time of his fall. 

Admit that Gccthe had a natural taste for the trappings of 
rank and wealth, from which the musiciaa was quite free, yet 
we cannot doubt that both saw through these externals to 
man as a nature ; there can be no doubt on whose side was 
the simple greatness, the noble truth. We pardon* thee, 
Goethe, — but thee, Beethoven, wo revere, for thou hast 
maintained the worship of the Manly, the Permanent, the 
True I 

The clear perception which was in Gtethe'a better nature 
of the beauty of that stcadfastncNt, of that singleness and 
simjde melody of soul, which he loo much sacrificed to be- 
come " thfe many-sided One," is shown mo=t distinctly in bin 
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livo surpiusingiy beautiful works, The Elective Affinities anc 
[phigenia. 

Not Wertlier, not the Nouvelle Heloise, have been assailecl 1 
with such a aiorm of indignation as the first'-Damed of theso ] 
works, on the score of gi'oss immorality. 

The reason probably is the subject ; any discussion of the 1 
validity of the marriage vow making society tremble to ita ] 
foutidation ; and, secondly, the cold manner in which i 
done. All that is in the book would be bearable to moat ] 
minds if the writer bad had less the air of a spectator, and I 
bad larded his work here and there with ejaculations of hor- 
ror and surprise. 

These declarations of sentiment on the part of the author i 
seem to he required by the majority of readere. In order to 1 
an interpretation of his purpose, as sixthly^ seventhly, and 1 
eighthly woi-e, in an old-fashioned sermon, to rouse the audi- 
ence to a perception of the method made use of by tbo i 
preacher. 

But it has always seemed to me that those who need not j 
such helps lo their discriminating faculties, but read a work ^ 
so thoroughly as to apprehend its whole scope and tendency, 
rather than hear what the author says it means, will regard I 
the Elective AfRiiities as a work e3[iecially what is called | 
moral in its outward effect, and religious even lo piety ii 
spirit. The mental aberrations of the consorts from their ' 
plighted faith, though in the one case never indulged, and 
though in the other no veil of sophistry is cast over the weak- 
ness vf pasf^ion, but all that is felt expressed with the open- 
ness of one who desires to legitimate what he feels, are pun- 
ished by terrible griefs and a fatal catastrophe. Ottilia, that { 
being of exquisite purity, with intellect and character so bar- ' 
monized in feminine beauty, as they never before were found . 
in any [lortrait of woman painted by the hand of man, per- ' 
ishes, on hading she has been breathed on by unhallowed ' 
passion, iuid leil to err even by her ignorant wishes against ' 



what 13 held sacretl. The only personage whom we do not 
pity 19 Edward, for he ia the only one who stifles the voice of 

There ia indeed a sadness, as of an irresistible fatalitj, 
brooding over the whole. It seems as if only a ray of an- 
gelic truth could have enabled these meo to walk wisely in 
this twilight, at first so soft and alluring, then deepening into 
blind horror. 

But if no such ray came to prevent their earthly errors, it 
seems to point heavenward in the saintly sweetness of Ottilia. 
Her nature, too fair for vice, too finely wrought even for 
error, comes lonely, intense, and pule, like the evening star on 
the cold, wintry nighL It tells of other worlds, where the 
meaning of such strange passages as this must be read to 
[hose faithful and pure like her, victims perishing iu the green 
garlands of a spotless youth to atone for the unworthiness of 
others. 

' An unspeakable pathos is felt from the minutest trait of 
this character, and deepens with every new study of it. Nol 
even ia Shakspeare have I so felt the organizing power of 
genius. Through dead words I find the least gestures of this 
person, slamping themselves on my memory, beti-aying to the 
heart the secret of her life, which she herself, like all these 
divine beings, knew not. I feel myself familiarized with all 
beings of her order. I see not only what she was, but what she 
might have been, and live with her in yet untrodden realms. 

Here is the glorious privilege of a form known only in the 
world of genius. There is on it no stain of usage or calcula- 
tion to dull our, sense of its immeasurable life. What in our 
daily walk, mid common faces and common places, Heels 
across us at momenta from glances of the eye, or tones of the 
voice, is felt from the whole being of one of these children 
of genius. 

This precious gem is set in a ring complete in il3 enamel. 
I cannot hopi' to express my sense of the beauty of this bonk 
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as H work of art. I would not attempt it if I Lad elsewberft. 
met any testimony to the same. Thu perfect pii^Iure, nXv&ys bcv 
fore the mind, of the chateau, iLe mo3s hut, iliu park, ilie gar-* 
den, the lake, with ite boat and the landing beneath the platan 
trees ; the gradual manner in which both locnliiiea and [iec« 
sons grow upon us, more living than life, inasmuch as we arOj 
uncoDsoioiul;^, kept at our hest temperature by ihe titntoa*' 
phere of genius, and thereby more delicate in our perceptioaa 
than amid our customary fogs ; the gentle unfolding of tho 
central thought, aa a flower in the morning sun ; thea tha 
conclusion, rising like a cloud, &nt BofV and white, but d)(ck* 
till with a Rtulden wind it burstti fbova auc 
heads ( the ea.ie with wliich we every where find points pf 
all different, yet all bearing on the same circle, for, 
though we feel every hour new worldif, still before our t 

objects, new, yet the same, uuehangeable, ya( 
always changing their aspects as we proceed, till at last 
find we ourselves have traversed the circle, and know all we 
overlooked at flrst, — these things are worlhy of our highstt 
admiration. 

For myself, I never felt eo completely that very tlung 
which genius should always make us feel — that I was in itB 
circle, and could not get out till its spell was done, and its 
last spirit permitted to depart. I was not carried away, io- 
structed, delighted more than by other works, but I was tkee», 
living there, whether as the platan tree, or the architect, or' 
any other observing part of the scone. The personages live 
too intensely to let us live in them ; they draw around them- 
selves circles within the circle; we can only aee them oloBe, 
not be themselves. 

Others, it would seem, on closing the book, esclaim, " WhBt 
an immoral book ! " I well remember my own thought, "It 
is a work of art ! " At la-it I understood that world ivithin a 
world, that ripest fruit of human nature, which is called art. 
With each perusal of the book my sm-jnise nial ileiight at tliH 
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wonderful fulfilment of design grew. 1 underetood why 

Gcetbe was well content to be called Artist, and his works, 
works of Art, nUtier than revelations. At Ibis moment, iv- 
mewbering what I then foil, I am inclined to class all mj 
negations jnst written on this paper as stuff, and to look npoii 
myself, for thinking them, with as much cwitenipt as Mr. Car- 
lyle, or Mrs. Austin, oc ilrs. Jameson migbt do, lo saj- noth- 
ing of the Grerman Gcctheans. 

Yet that thej were not without foundation I feel ai;aia 
when I turn to the Iphigenia-^a work bejond the poi^sibility 
of negation ; a work where a religious meaning not onlj 
piHrcee but enfolds the whole; a worit at admirable in art, 
still higher in significance, more single in expression. 

There 13 an English translation (I know not how good) of 
Goethe's Iphigenia. But as it may not be generally known, I 
will give a sketch of the drama. Iphigenia, leaved, at the 
moment of the sacrifice made by Agamemnon in behalf of 
the Greeks, by the goddess, and traniferred lo the temple at 
Tauris,. appears alone in the consecrated grove. Manj 
years have pB,°5ed since she was metered from the home of 
such a tragic fate, the palace of Myeense. Troy had fallen, 
Agamemnon been murdered, Orestes had grown up to avengu 
his death. Ail these events were unknown to the exiled 
Iphigenia. The priestess of Diana in a barbarous land, shv 
had passed the years in the duties c^ the sanctuary, and in 
acts of beneficence. She had acquired great power over the 
mind of Thoas, king of Tauris, and used it to protect stran- 
gers, whom it had pieviously been the custom of the oounti'y 
to sflcriflce to the goddess. 

She salutes us with a soliloquy, t^ which I give a rude 
^anslation : — 



Beneath your shade, living summits 
Of this ancient, holy, thick-leaved grove, 
As in fhr' silent sanctuary uf the Goddess, 
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Slill I walk with [hose game shuddering feelings. 

As when I trod ihese walks for the first time. 

My spirit cannot Bctustom itself to these places; 

Many years now has kept me here concealed 

A higher will, to which I am submissive; 

Yet ever am I, as at first, the stranger ; 

For ah 1 the sea divides me from tay beloved ones, 

And on the shore whole days I sland. 

Seeking with my soul the land of the Greeks, 

And to my sighs brings the rushing wave only 

ltd hollow tones in answer.' 

Woe to him who, far from parents, and brothers, and sisters, 

Drags on a. lonely life. Grief consumes 

The nearest happiness away from his lips ; 

His thoughts crowd downwards — 

Seeking the hall of his fathers, where the Sun 

First opened heaven to him, and kindred-bom 

In their first plays knit daily firmer and firmer 

The bond from heart to heart — I question not the Goda, 

Only the lot of woman is one of sorrow ; 

In the house and in the war man rules, 

Knows how to help himself in foreign lands. 

Possessions gladden and victory crowns him. 

And an honorable death stands ready to end his days. 

Within what narrow limits is bounded the luck of woman I 

To obey a rude husband even is duty and comfort ; bow sad 

Wlien, instead, a hostile fate drives her out of her sphere 1 

So holds me Thoas, indeed a noble man, fast 

]n solemn, sacred, but slavish bonds. 

0, with shame I confess that with secret reluctance 

I surve tbee. Goddess, thee, my deliverer. 

My life should freely have been dedicate to thee, 
But I have always been hoping in tbee, O Diana, 
Who didst take in thy sofl arms me, the rejected daughter 
Of the greatest king ! Yes, daughter of Zeu:^, 



I thought if thou gavest such anguish lo him, the iiigh hero, 

The godlike Agamemnon ! 

Since he brought hia dearest, a victim, to thy altar, 

That, when he should return, crowned with glory, from Ilium, 

At the same time thou would'at give to his arms hia other 



His spouse, Electra, and the princely eon ; 

Me also, thou would'st restore to mine own, 

Saving a second time me, whom from death thou didst save, 

From this worse death, — the life of exile here. 

These are the words and thoughts ; hut how give an idea of 
the aweet simplicity of expression in the original, where every 
word has the grace and soflneas of a flower petal? 

She ia interrupted hy a messenger from the king, who 
pi^pares her for a visit from himself of a sort she has dreaded. 
Thoas, who has always loved her, now left childless by the 
calamities of war, can no longer resist his desire to reanimate 
by her presence his desert house. He begins by urging her 
to tell him the story of her race, which she does in a way that 
makes us feel as if that most famous tragedy had never before 
found a voice, so simple, so fresh in its naivete is the recital. 

Thoas urges his suit undismayed by the fate that hangs 
over the race of Tantalus. 

TaOAa. 
Was it the same Tantalus, 

Whom Jupiter called to his council and banquets, 
Tn whose talk so deeply experienced, full of various learning, 
The Gods dehghted as in the speech of oracles? 

Iphiqbnia. 
It ia the same, but the Gods should not 
Converse with men, as with their equals. 
The mortal race is much too weak 
Not to turn giddy on unaccustomed heights. 
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He was not ignoble, neither h traitor. 

Hut for a servant too great, and aa r companioii 

Of the great Thunderer onlj a man. So mu 

His fkult also that of a. man, ite penullj 

Severe, and poets sing — Presumption 

And lailhlessness cast him down ft'oro the throne of Jore, 

Into the anguish of ancient Tartarus; 

Ah, aad all his race bore their hate. 

TffOAs. 
Bore it the blame of the ancestor, or its own ? 

Iphigekia. 

Truly the vehement breast and powerful life of the Titan 

Ware the assured inheritance of son and grandchild ; 

But the Gods bound their brows with a brazen band, 

Moderation, coun.sel, wiiidom, and patience 

Were bid from their wild, gloomy glance, 

£ach desire grew to fury, 

And limitless ranged their passionate thoughts. 

Iphigenia refuse* with gentle firmness to give to gratitude 
vrhat was not due. Thoas leaves her in anger, and, to make 
her feel it, orders that the old, barbarous custom be renewed; 
and two strangers just arrived be immolated at Diana's altar 

Iphigenia, though distressed, is not shaken by this piece of 
tyranny. She tnisia her heavenly protectress will find some 
way for her to save these unfortunates without violating her : 
truth. 

The strangers are Orestes and Pylades, sent thither by the I 
oracle of Apollo, who bade them go to Tauris and bring ] 
back " The Sister ; " thus shall tlie heaven-ordained parriddc 1 
of Orestes be expiated, and the Furies cease to pursue him. 

The Sister they interpret to be Dian, Apollo's sister; bul 
Iphigenia, sister to Orestes, is really meant. 



55 



The next act containa sceoea of most delicate worknian.«!u|), 
first between the light-hearted Pylades, lull of worldly re- 
iouruo and ready tenderness, and the suffering Orestes, of fur 
nolikr, indeed heroic nature, but less &t for the day And more 
for the ages. In the first scene the characters of both arc 
brought out with great skill, and the nature of the bond bet WBun 
" the butterfly and the dark flower," distinctly siiown in fiiw 

The nest scene is between Iphigenia and Pyladea. Pyla- 
dffi, though he truly answers the questions of the priestesa 
about the fate of Troy and the house of AgftmemnnD, does not 
hesitate to conceal from her who Orestes really is, and manu- 
factures a tissue of useless falsehoods with the same readiness 
that the wise UlysBes sLowed in exercising his ingenuity on 
similar oocasionHi 

It is said, I know not bow truly, tliat the modem Greeks 
are Ulyssean in this respect, never telling straighlforwani 
truth, when deceit ivill answer the purpose ; and if they teli 
any truth, practising the economy of the King of Ithaca, in 
always reserving a part for their o\ni use. The character 
which this denotes is admirably bit off with few strokes in 
Pylades, the fair side of whom Iphigenia thus paints in a later 



I Bless, ye Gods, our P 

And whatever he may 
He is the arm of the j 
The light-giving eye o 
For his soul is still ; il 
The holy possession ol 
And from its depths Bl 
Help and advice to thi 
Iphigenia leaves him in 
of the death of Agamemnon 



i, ye Gods, our Pylades, 
And whatever he may undertake ; 
He is the arm of the youth in battle, 
The light-giving eye of the aged man in the counc L 

s soul is still ; it preserves 
The holy possession of Repose unexhausted. 
And from its depths still reaches 
Help and advice to those tossed to and fro. 

sudden agitation, when informed 
Returning, Rhe finds in his place 
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Oreslea, whom ehe had not before seen, and draws from him 
by her artless questions the eequol to this terrible dramajfl 
wrought by his hand. After he has concluded his □arrative»l 
in the deep tones of cold anguish, she cries, — 



Immortals, you who through your bright days 

Live in bliss, throned on clouda ever renewed, 

Only for this have you ali these years 

Eept me separate from men, and so near yourselves, 

Given me the child-like employment to cherish the fii 

your altars, 
That my soul might, in like pious clearness, 
Be ever aspiring towards your abodes. 
That only later and deeper I might feel 
The anguish and horror that have darkened my house. 

O Stranger, 
Speak to me of the unhappy one, tell me of Orestes. 

Obestes. 

0, might I speak of hia death 1 
Vehement flew up from the reeking hlood 
His Mother's Soul 1 

And called to the ancient daughters of Nighty 
Let not the parricide escape ; 

e that man of crime ; he is yours I 
They obey, their hollow eyes 
Darting about with vulture eagerness ; 
They stir themselves in their black dens. 
From corners their companions 
Doubt and Remorse steal out to join them . 
Before them roll the mists of Acheron ; 
In its cloudy volumes rolls 
The eternal contemplation of the irrcvocabU 
Permitted now in their love of ruin they tre^ 
Th^ heauiiful fields of a God-planted earth, 



From which they had long been banished by on early curae. 

Their swift feet follow the fogilive, 

They pause never except to gather more power to dismay 

Iphigknia. 
Tlnhappy man, thou art in like manner tortured. 
And feelest truly what he, the poor fugitive, suffers ! 

Orestes, 
What sayest thou ? what meanest by " like manner " P 

IpeiGENiA. 

Thee, too, the weight of a fratricide erushes to earth ; the Lile 
I had from thy younger brother. 

Orestes. 
I cannot suffer that ihou, great eoul, 
Shouldat be deceived by a fake tale ; 
A web of lies let stranger weave for stranger 
Subtle with many thoughts, accustomed to craft. 
Guarding Lis feet against a trap. 

But between us 

Be Truth ; — 

I am Orestes, — and this guilty head 

Bent downward to the grave seeks death ; 

In any shape were he welcome. 

Whoever Ihou art, I wish thou mightst be savocl, 

Thou and my friend ; for myself I wish it not. • 

Thou aeem'st against thy will here lo remain ; 

Invent a way to fly and leave me here. 

Like all pure productions of genius, this may be injured by 
the slightest change, and I dare not flatter myself that the 
English words give an idea of the heroic dignity expressed io 
the cadence of the original, by the words 
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" Tvisolieu unB 
Seg Waiirhoil I 
leh bin Oroat I " \ 

where the Greek seems to fold his robe around liim i 
full strength of tJassie manhood, prejiareU for worst and best, 
not like a cold Stoic, but a hero, who coa feel ull, know all, 
and endure all. The name of two syllables in the German 
ia much more forcible for the patiee, than the lliree-sy liable 
Oresteg. 

" Between us 
Be Truth," 

U flne to my ear, on which our word Truth also pauses with 
a large dignity. 

The scenes go on more and more full of breathing beauty. 
The lovely joy of Iphigenia, the meditative softneaa with 
which the religiously educated mind perpetually draws the 
inference from the moat agitating events, impress us more 
and more. At kBt the hour of trial comes. She is to keep 
olf Thoas by a cunningly devised tale, while her brother and 
Pylades contrive their escape, Orestes has received to hie 
heart the sbter long lost, divinely restored, and in the em- 
brace the curse falls from iiira, he is well, and Pyjados mere 
than happy. The ship waits to carry her to the palace home 
she is to free from a century's weight of pollution ; and 
already the blue heavens of her adored Greece gleam b^om 
her fancy. 

(But, 0, the step belbre all thii can be obtained;— to dfr> 
cdve Thoas, a savage and a tyrant indeed, but long ber pro- 
tector, — in his barbarous fashion, her benefactor I llow oati 
she buy life, happiness, or even the safety of those dear ones 
AL luoh a price ? 

" Woe, 
O Woe upon the lie ! It frees not the breapt. 
Like the true-spuken word ; it comtbriB not, 




Him wlio likvised it, and returns, 

An arrow once let fly, Gori-repel!ed, back, 

On tbe bosom of the Archer ! " 

0, must I then resign the sHenl hope 
"Which gave a beauty to my lonelineaa ? 
Must the curse dwell forever, and our race 
Never be raised to life bj a new blessing ? 
All things decay, the faii'eat bliss is tranaient, 
The powers most full of life grow faint at last ; 
And shall a curse alone boast an incessant life ? 



Then have I idly hoped that here kept pure, 
So strangely severed from my kindred's lot, 
I was desij^ed to come at the right moment, 
And with pure hand and heart to expiate 
The many sins that stain my native home. 
To lie, to steal the sacred image 1 

» Olympians, let not these vulture talons 
' Seize on the tender breast. 0, save me, 
And save your image in my soul I 

Within my ears resounds the ancient lay, — ■ 

I had forgotten it, nnd would so glndly, — - 

The lay of the Parcie, which tJipy awful finngl 

As Tantalus fell fVom his golden sent 

They suifered with the noble friend. Wrnlhful 

Was their heart, nnd iearful was the song. 

In our childltood the nurse was wont to sing it 

To me, and my brother and sister. I marked it well. 

'then follows the sublime song of the Parcje, well known 
through translations. 

But Iphigenia is not a victim of fal«, for she listens slead- 

k family to the god in her breasU Her li^s are incapable of 
subterfuge. She obeys her own heart, (ells all to the king, 
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calls up his lietter nnlure, wins, hallows, and (lurilieE nil 
nround her, lill the hcavei) -prepared viay is cleared bj ilie 
obedient child of heaven, and the greac trespass of Tantalus 
cancelled by a woman's reliance on the voice of her inno- _ 

If il be not possible to enhance the beautj with which sncttl 
ideal figures as the Iphigenia and the Antigone appeared ti 
the Greek mind, yet Gceihe has unfolded a part of the life I 
of this being, onknown elsewhere in the records of literature. 1 
The character of the priestess, the fall beauty of vii^a I 
womanhood, solitary, but tender, wise and innocent, sensitive 1 
and self-collected, sweet as spring, dignified as becomes the 'i 
chosen servant of God, each gesture and word of deep aad 1 
delicate significance, — where else is such a picture to be { 
found ? 

It was not the courtier, nor the man of the world, nor the J 
connoisseur, nor the friend of Mephistopheles, nor Wilhelm 1 
the Maater, nor Egmont the generous, free liver, that aaw^ 1 
Iphigenia in the world of spirits, but Goaihe, in his fii'st-bora J 
glory i Gffithe, the poet ; Goathe, designed lo be the brightest I 
Etar ia a new constellation. Let us not, in surveying his I 
works and life, abide with him too much in the suburbs and 1 
outskirts of himself. Let us enter into his higher tendency^ J 
thank him for such angels as Iphigenia, whose simple truth f 
mocks at all his wise " Beschrankuogen," and hope the hour '1 
when, girt about with many such, he will confess, contrary to I 
his opinion, given in his latest days, that it is well vrorth j 
while to live seventy years, if only to find that they are noth- < 
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3 the sight of God. 




Now almost the last light has gone out of the galaxy that 
made the first thirty years of tliia age so brighL And the 
dynasty that now reigns over the world of wit and poetry ia 
poor and pale, indeed, in comparison. 

We are anxious to pour due libations to the departed! we 
need not economize our wine; it will not be so often needed 



^1 sion i 



Hood iios closed the m(»t fatiguing career in the world — 
that of a professed wit ; and we may say with deeper fueling 
tlian of others who shuffle off the load of care, May he rest in 
peace ! The fatigues of a conqueror, a missionary preacher, 
even of an active philantbropii;!, like Howard, are nothing 
to those of a professed wiL Bad enough ia il. when he is only 
aman of sociuty, by whom every one expects to be enlivened 
and relieved ; who can never talk gravely in a comer, with- 
out lliose around observing that he must have heard some 
bad news to be so out of spirits ; who can oever make a 
jiiniple remark, while eating a peaceful dinner, without the 
lahle being set ia a roar of laughter, as when Sheridan, on 
such an occasion, opened his lips for the first time lo say that 
" he liked currant jelly." For these unhappy men there are 
no intervals of social repose, no long silences fed by the mere 
feeling of sympathy or gently entertained by observation, no 
warm quietude in the mild liveries of green or brown, for the 
world has made up its mind that motley is their only wear, 
and teases them lo jingle Iheir bells forever. 

But far worse is it when the professed wit is also by profes- 
md finds himself obliged lo coin for bread those 
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Jokw wtiioti, in the frolic exuberance of youth, he so eaailj 
uuliiud for flin. We can coniieive of no existence more cruel, 
to lorraeiuing, and at the eame time so dull. We hear that 
Hood viae forever behiodiiand with his promises lo pub- 
lialiera j no wonder ! But when we hear that he, in coDse- 
c]uunce, lo^t a great port of the gains tif his hard life, and 
wfw, as a result, harassed by other cares, we cannot moura 
U) kiw him, if, 

" After life's fllful feyer. he deepe well ; " 

or if, as our deeper knowledge leads us to hope, he is bow 
engitged in a belter life, where his liineies shsU take their 
DBltiral place, and Dicker like light on the surface of a pro- I 
found and full stream flowing betwixt rich and pcac«4bt ] 
shores, such as, no lesa than the drawbacks upou bis earttily I 
existence, are indicated In the following 

SONNET. 
The curse of Adam, the old curse of all, 

Though I inherit in ibis feverish life 

W w(»ldl^ toil, vain wishes, and hard «tnA|hl 
And fruitless thought in care's eternal thrall, 
Yel more sweet honey than rf bitter gall 

I laste through thee, oiy Eva, my sweet wife. 

Then what was Man's lost Paradise ? how rifa 
Of bliss, since love is with him in his fall ! 

Such as our own pure passion still mip;ht frame 
Of this fair eiirth and its delightful bowers, 

If no felt sorrow, hke the serpent, eame 
To trail its venom o'er the sweetest flowers ; 
But, O ! as many and such tears are eurs 

Ab only should be shed for guilt and shame. 

Tm Hood, as in all true wits, the smile tightvna on llie ' 
ferge of a ttiir. True wit and humor show ibat exquixit* 
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lanslbility to the relations of life, that fine perceplioa as to 
slight tokens of its fbai'ful, bopelesa inysterioa, which imply 
pathos to a still higher degree than mirth. 

Hood knew and welcomed ihti dower which nature gave 
him at hia birth, when he wrate thuD : — 

All thioga are touched with melancholy 

Bom of the secret aoul'a mistrust. 
To feel her lair ethereal wings 

Weighed down with vile, deg^ad^d dusi. 
Even the bright extremes of joy 

Bring on conclusions of disgust, 
like the aweet blossoms of llie Mity, 

Whose fragrance ends in must 
O, give hsr, then, her tribute just, 

Her sighs and tears and musings holy ; 
There is no music in the life 

That sounds with idiot laughter solely ; 
There's not a string attuned to mirth, 
But has its ctiord in melancholy- 
Hood was true to this tow of aoceptaiice. He rowed to 
Meept willingly the pains as weU as joya of life ibr what 
they uould teach. Therefore, years expanded and enlarged 
his sympathies, and gave to bis lightest jokes an obvious har- 
mony with a great moral design, not obtrusively obvious, but 
enough so to give a sweetness and permanent complacenoy 
to our laughter. Indeed, what is written in bis gayer mood 
has alTeeted us more, as spontaneous productions always do, 
ihan what he has written of late with gi'ave desigti, and wbii^h 
has been so much lauded hymen tooobluae to discern a latent 
meaning, or to believe in a good purpose unless they a 
mally told that it exists. 
^^ The later serious poems of Hood are well known ; 
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rather of a little volume of poems published by bitn some 
years since, republished here, but neviir widely circulated. 

When a book or a person comes to us in the best possible 
circumstances, we judge — not too favorably, for all that tho 
book or person can suggest is a part of its fate, and what is 
not eeen under the most favorable circumstances is never 
quite truly seen either as to promise or perform an ee - 
we form a judgment above what can be the average sense of^ 
the world in general aa to its merits, which may be enteemedfV 
after time enough has elapsed, a tolerably fair estimate of pei^l 
fbrmance, though not of promise or suggestion. 

We became acquainted with these puema in one of those fl 
country towns which would be called, abroad, the most pro- I 
vinciai of the province. The inhabitants had lost the si 
city of farmers' habits, without gaining in its plaet 
refinement, the variety, the enlargement of civic life. Their 1 
industry had received little impulse from thought ; their | 
amusement was gossip. All men find amusement from g 
— literary, artistic, or Hocial; but the degrees in it are almost I 
infinite. They were at the bottom of the scale; they BCruti- 
nized their neiglibors' characters and afiairs incessantly, im- 
pertinently, and with minds unpurified by higher knowledge! 
consequently the bitter fruits of envy and calumny abounded. 1 

In ibis atmosphere I was detained two months, and at 
people very uncongenial both to my tastes and notions of i 
right. But I had a retreat of great beauty. The town lay j 
on the bank of a noble river; behind it towered a high and f 
rocky hill. Thither every afternoon went the lonely strwiger " 
to await the fall of the sunset light on the opposite bank of the -fl 
full and rapid stream. It fell like a smile of heavenly joy ; 
the white sails on the stream glided along like angel thoughts j 
the town itself looked like a fair nest, whence virtue and ' 
happiness might soar with sweetest song. So looked the sw.ne ' 
Jrom above; and that hill was the scene of many an nspii-a- 
aud many nn effort to attain as high a point of view fijr 
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itie mental prospect, in the hope that little discrepant; ies, or 
what seemed, so wheD on a level with them, might also, from 
ahove, be softened into beauty and foand subservient to a 
noble design on the whole. 

This town boasted few books, and the accident which threw 
Hood's poems in the way of ibe watcher from the hill, was a 
very fortunate one. They afforded a true companionship to 
hours which knew no other, and, perhaps, have since been 
overrated from association with what they answered to or 



Tet there are surely paisagea in them which ought to be 
generally known and highly prized. And if tlieir highest 
value be for a few individuals with whom they ara especially 
in concord, unlike the really great poema which bring some- 
thing to all, yet those whom they please will be very mi:ch 



I Hood never became corrupted into a hack wrilf 
ifaows great strengtli under his circumstances. Dickens iiaa 
fallen, and Sue is falling ; for few men can sell themselves by 
inches without losing a cubit from their stature. But Hood 
resisted the danger. He never wrote wlien he had nothing 
to say, he stopped when he had done, and never hashed for a 
second meal old tlioughts which had been drained of their 
choicest juices. His heart h truly human, tender, and brave. 
From the absurdities of human nature he argues the possi- 
bility of its perfection. His black is admirably contrasted 
with his white, but his love has no converse of bale. His 
descriptions of nature, if not accurately or profoundly evi- 
dencing insight, are unstudied, fond, and reverootial. They 
are fine reveries about nature. 

He has tried his powers on themes where he hod great 
rivals — in the "Plea of the Midsummer Fairies," and "Hero 
and Leander." The latter is one of the finest subjects in the 
world, and one, too, which can never wear out as lonf^ 
mind shall have its separate Ideal of \\'hat a meeting would be 
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between two perfect lovers, in the fuU bloom of beauty and 
j'outh, undur circums lances tbe most exulting to piiasion, be- 
cause the moat Crying, and wilh the lucmt roraaiiiiu accnm- 
[laniments of scL-aery. There is room here Cor the tineat 
expi-esaion of love and grief, for tlie wiUest reinonatraiice 
against fate. Why are they made so lovely aiid so beloved ? 
Why was a flower broaght to aaoh perfeetion, and tJten culled 
for no nse ? One of the older English winters has written an 
exquisite poem on this subject, painting a youthful pair, litted 
to be not only a heaven but a world to one another. Uood 



bad not power to paint o 

but, i. 



auch fulness of eliar»cter; 
1 a leaser "style, he has writteu a line poem. Tbe best i 
part of it, however, is the imwuent cruelly and grief of li 
Sea Siren. 

" Lycua the Centaur " ia alao a poem once read never 
he forgotten. The hasty trot of the versification, unlit for aay ' 
other theme, on this betokens well the frighieeed horse. Its ' 
mazy and bewildered imagery, with its eountless g[an^ng> 
and glimpses, expressed powerfully the working of ihe Circean 
npeli, while the note of human sadness, it yearning and eoo' 
ilemned human love, thrills through ihe whole and give* it 

The Sonnets, " It ia not dealh," &,c., and that on Silence, ' 
are equally admirable. Whoever reads these poems will 
regard Hood as something more than a great wit, — ag ^ 
great poet also. 

To express this ia our present aim, and therefore we shall 
leave to others, or another time, the retrospect of his comic writ- 
ings. But having, on the late promplings of love for the A&- ' 
parted, looked over iheae, we have been especially amused with 
the " School mistress Abroad," which waa new to ua. Mies 
Crane, a " she Mentor, stiff as starch, formal as a Dutch ledge, 
Hensitive as a daguerreotype, and so taU, ihin, and upright, thai 
supposing the Tree of Knowledge to have been a poplar, gh« 
was the very Dryad to liiive fitted it," was left, with a sistei 
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litlle better endowed with the pliancj and power of ailaptHtion 
which the exiginiciBs of thia varit^d world-scent! demand, in 
attendance upon a aick tktber, in a foreign inn, where she 
oannot make herself andtratood, becoa.'ie her French is not 
" French French, bat English French," and no two things in 
niiture or art can be more unlike. Sow took aC the positkin 
of the aiaters. 

" The younger, Mi*g Buth, was somewhat less disccmcerled. 
She had by her position the greater share in ihe nttive diities 
of Lebsnon House, and under ordinary eircumataneeB would 
not have been utterly at s loea what to do for the vomfiHt or 
relief of her parent. But in every direction ia which her 
instinct and habits would have prompteid her to look, the 
rnaleriait she sought were deScieiit. There was no easy 
chair — no fire to wheel it to — no coshion to shake up — -oo 
cupboard lo go to — no female friend to consult^ — no Mim 
Parfitt — -no cook — no John to i«nd for the doctor — -no 
English — no French — nothing but that dreadful ' Gefuilig,' 
or ' Ja Wohl,' "and the equally incomprehensible ' Gnadige 
Frau I ■ 

*■ ' Der herr,' eaid the German coachman, ' ist sehr krank,' 
(the gentleman is very sick.) 

" The last word had occurred ao frequently on the organ of 
the Schoolmistress, that it had acquired in her mind some 
important Higniflcance. 

■■'Ruth, what is krank?' 

"' How should I know?' retorted Ruth, wilh an asperity , 
apt to accompany intense excitement and perplexity. ' In 
English, it's a thing that helps to pull the bell. But look at 
papa — do help to support him — you're good ibr nothing.' 

■' ' I am, indeed,' murmured poor Miss Priseilia, with a 
gentle shake of her head, and a low, alow sigh of acquiescence. 
Alas ! as she ran over (he catalogue of her accomplishments, 
the moie she rcmumbtrL-d what she cutilil do for her sick 
ijiirrnt, the more helpless and useltss she appeared. Fnr 
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! could have embroiderta him a nighl-cap — or 
knitted him a silli: pur^e — or plaited him a guard-cLain — ' 
or cut him out a watch-paper — or ornamented liid braces 
with bead-work — or embroidered his waistcoat — or worked 
him a pair of glippera — or openworked Iiis pocket handker- 
chief. She could even, if such an operation would have been 
comforting or salutary, have roughcasted him with ehell-work 

— or coated him with red or black aeaU — or encrusted hiiu 1 
with blue ^lum — or stuck him all over with colored wafers I 

— or festooned him. 
" But alas ! what would it have availed her poor dear papa I 

in the spasmodics, if she had even festooned bim, from top to J 
toe, with little rice-paper roacs ?" 

The comments of the female chorus, as the author i 
aloud the sorrows of Miss Crane, are droll as Hood's drallesL J 
Who can say more? 

So farewell, gentle, generona, inventive, genial, and moet J 
amusing friend. We thank ihee for both tears and laughter; ] 
tears which were not heart-breaking, laughter which wa& J 
never frivolous or unkind. In thy satire was no gall, in the J 
Bting of thy winged wit no venom, in the pathos of thy Borroir ■ 
uo enfeebling loucli I Thou hadst faults a^ a writer, we know ■ 
not whether as a man ; but who cares to name oi 
note them ? Surely there is enough on the sunny side of 
the peach to feed us and make us bless the tree from wliicb 
it felL 
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f the "Essays of Sum- 
surprised at the favor 
)t only in this country, 



-Thib is a -very pleasing book, and il 

raer Hours" resemble it, we are not 
with wliich they have been received, n 
but in England. 

The wriler is, we believe, very youag, and as these Essays 
have awakened in us a friendly expectation wliich he has time 
and talent to fulfil, we will, at this early hour, proSer our 
counsel on two points. 

First. Avoid details, so directly personal, of emotion. A 
young and generous mind, seeing ihe deceit and uold reserve 
which so often palsy men who write, no leas than those who 
act, may run into the opposite extreme. But frankness must 

Lbe tempered by delicacy, or elevated into the region of poetry. 

K Tou may tell the world at large what you please, if you make 
it of universal importance by transporting it into the Reld of 
general human interest. But your private griefs, merely tu 
yours, belong to yourself, your nearest friends, to Heaven and 
to nature. There is a limit set by good taste, or the sense of 
beauty, on such subjects, which each, who seeks, may find fur 
himself. 

Second. Be more sparing of your praise: above all, of its 
highest terms. We should have a sense of menial as well 
as moral honor, which, while it makes us feel the baseness of 
uttering merely hasty and ignorant censure, will also tbrbid IhHt 
hasty and extravagant praise which strict truth will not justify. 
A man of honor wishes to utter no word to which he cannot 
adhere. The offices of Poet — of Hero-worship — are sacred. 
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and he who lias a heart to appreciate the excellent should call 
nothing excellent which falls short of being so. Leave your- 
self some incense worthy of the best ; do not lavish it on the 
merely good. It is better to be too cool than extravagant in 
praise ; and though mediocrity may be elated if it can draw 
to itself undue honors, true greatness shrinks from the least 
exaggeration of its claims. The truly great are too well 
aware liow difficult is the attainment of excellence, what 
labors and sacrifices it requires, even from genius, either to 
flatter themselves as to their works, or to be otherwise than 
grieved at idolatry from others ; and so, with best wishes, and 
a hope to meet again, we bid farewell to the *^ Landscape 
Painter.'' 




This book bears on it« outside the title, " Life of Beetho- 
ven, by MoaelieLiiB." Itie really only n U-aiialation of Scliin- 
dler, and it seems qaitu unfair to brin^ Moschelcs eo mucli 
into the foregrouad, merely because liis name ii celebrated in 
£nglaDd. He bus only contributed a few notefl and a sbort 
introduction, giving a most pleasing account of bis own devo- 
tion to liie Master. Schindler was the trusty friend of 
Beethoven, and one whom he himself elected to write hid 
biography. Inadequate as it is, there is tliat fidelity in tlie col- 
lection of maleriak whicll makes it eerviceiible lo our knowl- 
edge of Beethoven, and we wish it might be reprinted io 
America. Though there is little knowledge of music here, yet 
SO far as any exists in company with a free development of 
mind, the mnsic of Beethoven is tJie music which delights, 
which awakens, which inspires, an inlinite hope. 

This influence of these most profound, bold, original and sin- 
gular compositions, even upon the uninitiated, above those of 
a. simpler construction and mortt obvious charms, we have ob- 
served with great pleasure. For we think its cause lie^ deep. 
far beneath fancy, taste, &shion, or any accidental cause. 

It is because there is a real and steady untblding of cer- 
tain thoughts which pervade the civilized worid. They strike 
their roots through to us beneath the broad Atlantic ; and 
these roots shoot stems uoward to the light wherever the soil 
UHkllowfi them free course. 
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Onr L'l-n, which permits of free 
mem, tlinn ever bufure, and a firn 
we sincerely iriiBf, be depended oi 
grander scope of thought. 

Althougit we sympathize with the sadness of those whf 
lament the decJiy of forms and methods round which so mt 
associations have wound their tendrils, and understand the a 
ferings which gfintle, tender naiiirea undergo from the fbrloi-n 
bomelessness of a period of doubt, speculation, recoil st rue tini 
in every way, yet we cnnnot disjoin ourselves, by c 
ment's fear or regret, from the advance corps. That body^ 
leagued by an invisible tie, lias received too deep a 
ance that the f^pirit is not dead nor sleeping, to look back ti 
the past, even if tiiey must advance uniformly through scenes 1 
pf decay and the rubbish of falling edifices. 

But bow far it is from being so ! How «iiiny developments, J 
in various ways, of truth ! How manifold the aspirations of-V 
love I In the church the attempt is now to reconstruct mi thefl 
basis proposed by its founder — " Love one another ; " in thft I 
philosophy of mind, if complete nesi ol sjstem is, as yet, &t*.4 
from being attained, yet mistakes and ^ am dogmas are e 
aside, and examinations conducted with intelligence and t 
enlarged discernment of what is due both to God and man* j 
Science advances, in some route with colossal si 
glimpses are daily gained into the arcana of natural histoty, J 
and the mysteries attendant on the modes of growth, are laid | 
open to our observation ; while in chemistry, electricity, iiMig>- I 
netism, we seem to be getting nearer to the law of life which 1 
governs them, and in astronomy "fathoming the heavens,"' I 
to use the sublime expression of Herschel, daily to greater J 
depths, we find ourselves adniitit'd to a perception of the uni-J 
Tersal laws and causes, where Imrmony, permanence and ptip- I 
fcction leave us no excuse for a mfjnient of despondency, 
while under thfi guidance of a Power who has ordered all J 
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Tlien, if the otner arta auft'er a temporary paralysis, and 
no Lwitli Stan ding the many proofs of laleiit and genius, we con- 
sider thiit is the cose with architecture, painting, and sculp- 
ture, music is not only thoroughly vital, but in a elate of 
rapid development. The last hundred years have witnessed 
& sueoession of triumphs in this art, the removal of obstruc- 
tions, the transcending of hmils, and the opening new realms 
of thought, to an extent that makes the infinity of promise 
and hope very present with us. And take notice that ihu 
prominent means of excellence now are not in those waya 
which give form to thought already existent, hut which open 
new realms to tbought. Those who live most with the life 
of their age, feel that it is one not only beautiful, positive, full 
of suggeslion, but vast, flowing, of infinite promise. It is dy- 
namics that interest us now, and from electricity and mii^ic 
we borrow the best illustrations of what we know. 

Let no one doubt that these grand effoi'ts at syntheeis are 
capable of as strict analysis. Indeed, it is wonderful with 
what celerity and precision the one process follows up the 

Of this great life which has risen from the stalk and the 
leaf into bud, and will in the course of this age be in full 
flower, Beethoven is the last and greatest exponent. His 
music is felt, by every soul whom it affecU, to be the expla- 
nation of the past and the prophecy of the futui-e. It con- 
tains the thoughts of the time. A dynasty of great men pre- 
ceded him, each of whom made conquesEa and accumulated 
treasures which prepared the way for his successor. Bach, 
Handel, Hadyn, Mozart, were corner-stones of the glorious 
temple. Who shall succeed Beethoven ? A host of musi- 
cians, full of talent, even of genius, live now he is dead ; but 
the greatest among them is confessed by all men to be but of 
Lilliputian size compared with this demigod. Indeed, it 
should be ^ I As copious draughts of soul have been ^ven 
to the csith, as she can quafi* for a century or more. Disci- 
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ple^ and critics must follow, lo gsLbei' up ihc gleaninj^ tit the- 

golden grain. 

It is observable as an uarneet of the great Fcture wliidi 
opens for thia Dountry, ilmt sncb a genius is so ensile mid wj 
much appreciated iiere, by those who have not goue through 
tlws steps that prepared tlje way for hiin ia Europe. Ho b 
felt, because he expi-esses, in full tones, the thought* tliat lie 
at the heart of our own existence, though we have not Ibund 
means to stammer tliem as yet. To those who Lave obtaitiad 
some clew to all this, — and their number ia daily on the at^ 
crease, — this biography of Beethoven will be ve 
They will here find a picture of the great man, as lie looi 
and moved in actual life, though imperfectly painted, — as h 
one who saw the figure from too low a stand-point. 

It will require the united labors of a constellatioD of 
to paint tlie portrait of Beethoven. That of his face, 
in life, prefixed to these volumes, is better than any v 
seen. It bears tokens of the force, the grandeur, the c 
teequencsG of his genius, and at the same time sbowe | 
melancholy tliat came to him from the great misfortoue a 
his Ii& — his deafness; and the affection ate ness of his d«e{ 

Moseheles thus gives a very pleasing account of bu t 
cognizance of Beethoven : — 

** I had been placed under the guidance and I 
Diony«ius Weber, the founder and present director of 1 
Prague Musical Conservatory ; and he, fearing that in i 
eagerness to read new music, I might injure t 
development of my piano-forte playing, prohibited the library,! 
a circulating musical library, and in a plan for my n 
education which he laid before my parents, made it an Sk*9 
fn'eas condition that for three years I should study no 
authors but Mozart, Clemente, and S. Baeh. I muct o 
however, that in spite of such proiiibition, I vi.sited the libratyj 
gaining aceess lo i( through my poekcL money. It waa about | 
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th\i litqe [hat I lesraed from some schuolfbllows that b. youii|i 
eompoeer had appeiirecl in Vienna, who wrote the otldeet kIuIT 
possible, eiieh as no one could eillier play or understand — 
crazy muBic, in opposition lo all rule ; and (liat tiiia ooai\ni- 
aer's name was Be«tlioven. On repairing Ici tlis library lo sal- 
isfy my euriosity bm lo this so-called eccenlric genius, I found 
there Ueelhoven's ' Sonate Pallieti<[iie.' This was in tiie 
year 1804. My pocket money would not sutBee for the pur- 
cliase of it, so I secretly copied it. The novelty of its style 
was so attractive to me, and 1 became so enthusiastic in tny 
admiration of it, that I forgot myself so fur as to mention tny 
new acquisition to my master, who reminded me of his injune- 
tion, and warned me not to play or study any eccenlric pro- 
ductions until I had based my style upon more solid mudeU. 
Without, however, minding his injunction, I seized upon tlie 
piano-forte works of Beethoven as they successively B|)- 
peared. and in thitm found a solace and delight each as no 
other composer atfordiid me. 

"In the year 1)^09, ray studies with my master, Weher, 
closed ; and being then also f&therleKS, I cho»e Vienna for 
my residence, to work out my future musical can'er. Ahore 
all, I longed to eee and become acquainted with that man who 
had exercised so powerful an influence over my whole beiof;; 
whom, though I scnrcely understood, I blindly woriihipped. 
I learned that Beethoven was most difficult of access, and 
would admit no pupil but Hies ; and for a long time my anx- 
iety to see him i-emained ungratificd. In the year 1810, how- 
ever, the longed-fbr opportunity presented itself. I happened 
to be one morning in the music shop of Domenico Artario, 
who had just been publishing some of raj early attempts lit 
composition, when a man entered with short and hasiy step^, 
and i^iding through the circle of ladies and profes.wrs assem- 
bled on business, or talking over musical matters, without 
looking up, 8a though he wished to paex unnoticed, made his 
way direct for Artaria'd private officii at the bottom of the 
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shop. Presently Artar'ia called me in, jind said, 'This 
Beethoven,' — und lo iho composer, 'Tliis is the youth of 
whom I have been speaking to 70U.' Beethoven gave me s 
friendly nod, and said he had juiit been bearing a favorable 
account of me. To some modest and humble expresaiotui 
which I Hlammered forth he made no reply, and seemed tO' 
wish to break off the conversation. I stole away with a 
greater longing for that wlijch 1 had sought, tban before this 
meeting, thinking to myself, ' Am I then, indeed, such a no- 
body that he could not put one musical question lo me ? 
express one wish to know who bad been my master, 
whether I bad any acquaintance with liia works?' My only 
satisfactory mode of explaining the matter, and comforting 
myself for llie omission, was in Beethoven's tendency to deaf- 
ness : for I had seen Artaria speaking close to bis ear. But 
I made up my mind that the more I was excluded from the 
private intercourse which 1 so earnestly coveted, the closer 
1 would follow Beethoven in all the productions of his 

If Moacheles had never seen more of Beethoven, how re- 
joiced be would have been on reading his pathetic espres- 
sions recorded in those volumes, as to the raisconstructiona 
he knew his fellow-men most put on conduct caused by his 
calamity, at having detected the true cause of coldness i 
his own instance, and that no mean suggestions of oSended' 
vanity made him false to the genius, because repelled by th& 
man ! 

Moscheles did see him further, and learned a great de^' 
from this intercourse, though it never became intimate. 
closes with these excellent remarks : — 

"My feelings with respect lo Beethoven's music have 
undergone no variation, save lo become warmer. In my first 
half score of years of acquaintance with his works, he was 
repulsive to me, as well as altruclive. In each of them, while 
I felt my mind fascinated by the prominent idea, and my etv- 
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Ibusiasin kindled by the fla^jbes of bis genius, bis unlouked- 
for episodes, shrill dissonances, and bold modulations gave 
me an unpleasant eent^alion. But how soon did I bccomu 
reconciled to them I all ibat bad appeared hard I soon found 
indispensable. The gnome-like pleasantries, which at first 
appeared loo distorted, the stormy masses of sound whii:h I 
found too chaotic, I have in alter times learned to lore. But 
while retracting my early critical exceptions, I must still 
maiotaio as my creed that eccentticities like those of Beet- 
hoven are reconcilable with his works aloac, and are dangerous 
models to other composers, many of whom have been wrecked 
in their attempts at imitation." 

No doubt the peculiarities of Beetiioven are inimitable, 
ihougb as great would be as welcome in a mind of equal 
greainess. The naiural offlce of such a genius is to rouse 
(libera to a use and knowledge of their own faculties; never 
to induce imitation of ils own individuality. 

As an instance of the Justice and undoubting clearness of 
liuoii a mind, as to its own methods, take the tbllowing anec 
dote from Beethoven's " Pupil Ries " : — 

"All the initiated must be interested in the striking fact 
which occurred respecting one of Beethoven's last solo bo- 
natos, (in B major, with the great fugue, Op. 106,) a sonata 
which has Jorti/-one pages ofprint. Beethoven had sent it to 
me, to London, for R»le, that it might appear there at the 
same time as in Germany. The engraving was completed, 
and I in daily expectation of the letter naming the day of 
publication. This arrived at last, but with this extraordinary 
request: ' Prefix the following two notes, as a first bar, lo the 
beginning of the adagio.' This adagio has irom nine U> ten 
pages of print. I own ihe thought struck me involuntarily 
' that all might not be right with my dear old master, a rumor 
to that effect having often been spread, "What I add tino nolet 
to a composition already worked out and out, and completed 
lis months ago ? But my astonishment was yet to be height- 
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ened by llie effect of these two noted. Never couU such 1 
fvund again — so striking — ao important; no, not evtm 
contemplate J lit iho very beginning of tiie iMmposition. 
would advise every true lover of ihe nrl to play this i 
f;io first without, and then with these two nulea whtcb i 
form the fir^t bar, and 1 have no doubt he trill share in I 

No iaatancc conld more forcibly show how in tbe caso fl 
Beethoven, ai in that of other transcendetit geniuses, the C 
iif iaianity is raised by vulgar mind^ on witnessing extr 
dinarymanifeslations of power, t^ucfa geniuses perceive res 
30 remote, ure alire to combinations sa subtle, tltat cotni 
Ritm cannot rise high enough to ^ee why they ihitik or doaa I 
do, and settle the matter easily Id their own •stisfactioD, < 
itig, " He is mad " — " He baih » devil," Genius pereeivci 
tlie efflcaey of slight 9lgn!> of tlioiight, and loves best the 9 
plest symbols ; coarser iniuds demand coarse worh, long prep* 1 
arntione, long explanations. 

But genius heeds them not, but fills the atmosphere vrith.] 
irresistible pui'ity, till tijey sl^o are pervaded by the delic 
influence, which, too subtile for their ears and eyes, enters tt 
tlie Air they breathe, or [hrough the pores of the skin. 

The life of a Beethoven is wrilten in his works ; and a 
that can be told of his life beside, is hut as marginal no 
that broad page. Yet since we have these nores, it is plea 
nnt to have them in harmony with the page. The acts ■ 
words of Beethoven are what we should expect, - 
leonine, impetuous, — yet tender. Ilis faults are the faults o 
one so grfat that he found few paths wide enough for 
tread, and knew not how to moderate it. They are not fsull* I 
in ihemseives, but only in relation to tlie men wlio surrounded J 
him. Among his peers he would not have bad faults. 
is. tliey hardly deserve the name. His acts were general!]! 
great and benignant ; only in liiinsports of suddi-n pt 
what he ihuuglit biise liid he ever iiijuri' iiiiy one, 
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found himself mistaken, he coald not humble himneif pnoii^ 
— but f«r ootweat, in bia contrition, what wbs due to thoBS 
whom he had oSended. So it is apt to be with ma^nftnimoaa 
Hml tender natures; tbey will humble Ihemsetvcs in a way 
that IbuGe of a, coarser or cultler make think sboira weokDesa 
or want of pride. But they do so because a. little discord and 
a liltle wroD^ is as painful to them an a greiit deal to others. 

In one of bis letters to a young friend, Beethoven thus 
BKignanimousty confesses hi^ erroi-s : — 

" I could not converse with you and youre wilh that f>eace 
of mind which I coald have desired, for the late wretched 
Hltercation was hovering before me, showing me my own des- 
picjihle conduct. But so it was ; and what would I not giva 
eould I obliterate from the page of my life this last actioD, bo 
degrading to my character, and so ntilike nty usual pro< 
ceedings !" 

It seems this action of his was not of importance in tbe 
eyes of others. Of the causes which acted upon him at anch 
times he gives intimations in another letter. 

"I had been wrought into this burst of passion by many 
an unpleasant circumstance of an earlier date. I bare the 
gift of concealing and restraining my irritability on manysuth 
jecis ; but if I happen to be touched at any time when I am 
more than UEUally susceptible of anger, I burst forth more 
violently than any one else. B. has doubtless most excellent 
qualities, but he thinks himself utterly without faults, and yet 
is most open to blame for those for which he censures others. 
He has a littleness of mind which I have held in contempt 
since my infancy." 

Aa a correspondent example of the manner in wtuch trne 
gi-eatness apologizes for its errors, wo must quote a letter, 
lately made public, from Sir Isaac Newton to Mr. Locke. 



Being of opinion that you endeavui-ed to embroil 
women, and by other means, I was so much affectitd 
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with it as Lliat, when one told me you were sickly, and trould 
not live, I answered, ' 'Twere butter if yon were dead.' 1 
diisire you to forgive me tbis uncharilableoess, for I am now 
satisfied that what you have done is just, and I beg your 
don for having had hard thoughts of you for it, and for 
resenting that you stiiick at the root of morality in a pi 
pie you laid down in your book of ideas, and designed to pursi 
in another book, and that I look you for a Hobbist. I beg yet 
pardon also for saying or thinking that there was & design 
Bell me on ofBue, or to embroil mc. 

" I am your most humble and unfortunate servant, 

"ISAAO NEflTTON." 

And thiis letter, observe, was quoted as proof of insanity' 
Newton. Locke, however, shows by his reply that, he did n 
think the power of full sincerity and elevation above seIf-loi 
proved a man to be inaane- 

At a happy period Beethoven thus unveils the generott 
sympalhies of his heart. 

"My compositions are well jwid, and I may say I havi 
more orders than I can well execute ; six or seven publiehei^ 
and more, being ready to take any of my works. I need 
longer submit to beinj; bargained with ; I ask my terms, i 
am paid. You see this is an excellent thing; as, for instance 
I see a friend in want, and my purse does not at the momes 
permit me to assist him I ha\e but to sit down and w 
and my friend is no longtr in need " 

Some additional partlcu!a^^ are given, in the letters 
lecied by Mo-icheles, of the strugglei of his mind during 
coming on of deafness This calamity filling upon the great 
est genius of his time in the prime of manhood, — a esltuni^ 
\vhii.h threatened to destroy not only all enjoyment of li| 
but the power of using the vast ireasme with which he In 
been endowed fot the use of all men — casts common ill» , 
mto the "hik thil t! cj cjm ' iim-lv be seen. Who diir 
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complaio, since Beetboven could resign iiimself, to sudi an ill 
at sucb a time as this ? 

"This beautiful country of mine, what was luy lot in 
it? The hope of a bappy futurity. This might now be 
realized if I were freed from my affliction. O, freed from 
tbat, I should compass the worldl I feel it — my youth ie 
hut beginning; have I not been hitherto but a sickly crea- 
ture ? My physical powero have for some time been mate- , 
rially increasing — those of my mind likewise. I feel my- 
self nearer and nearei' the mark ; I feel but cannot describe 
it; this alone is the vital principle of your Beethoven. No 
rest for me : I know of none but in sleep, and I grieve at 
haritig to eaerifice to that more time than I Lave hitherto 
deemed necessary. Take but one half of my disease from 
me, and I will return to you a matured and accomplished 
man, renewing the ties of our friendship ; for you shall see me 
as happy as I may he in this sublunary world ; not as a suf- 
ferer; no, that would be more than I could bear; I will 
Hunt the snord of fate ; it shall not utterly destroy me. How 
beautiful it is to live a thousand lives in one ! No ; I am 
not made for a retired life — I feel il." 

He dtd blunt the sword of fate; hedtdVivn a. thousand 
hve.s in one, but that sword had power to infliet a deep and 
poisoned wound ; those thou.=and lives cost him the pnngs of 
a thousand deaths. He, born for perpetual conquest, was con- 
demned throufrh life to " resignation." Let any man, dis- 
posed to complain of his own ills, read the "Will" of Beet- 
hoven ; and see if he dares speak of himself above a whfeper, 

The matter of interest new to us in this English hook ia in 
notes and appendix. Schindler's biography, whose plain and 
naive style is fit for the subject, is ironed out and plaited 
afresh to suit the " genteel " English, in this translation. 
Elsewhere we have given in brief the strong lineamenti and 
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piqusint anecdotes from this biography;* here there is not 
room: smooth and shorn as it is, we wish the translation 
might be reprinted here. 

We may give, at parting, two directions for the study of 
Beethoven's genius and the perusal of his biography in two 
sayings of his own. For the biography, " The limits have 
never yet been discovered which genius and industry could 
not transcend." For the music, " From the depths of the 
soul brought forth, she (Poesy) can only by the depths of 
the soul be received or understood." 

[* See article on Beethoven, in Margaret's volume, entitled " Art, Liten^ 
tore, and the Drama." — Ed.] 



BROWN'S NOVELS* 



We rejoice to see these reprinia of Brown's Dovels, rs we 
have long been ashamed that one who ought to be the pride 
of the country, and who is, in the higher qualities -of the mind, 
so fai' in advance of our other noveliata, should have become 
almost inaocesaible to the public 

It has been the custom to liken Brown to Godwin. But 
there was no imitation, no second hand in ihe matter. They 
were congenial natures, and whichever had come first might 
have lent an impulse to the other. Either mind might have 
been conscious of the possession of that peculiar vein of ore, 
without thinking of working it for the mint of the world, till 
the other, led by accident, or overflow of feeling, showed him 
how easy it was to put the reveries of his solitary hou 
words, and upon paper, for the benefit of his fellow-mi 
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klngdon 



Such a man as Brown or Godwin lias a right to say that. 
Their mind is no scanty, turbid rill, rejoicing to be daily fed 
from a thousand others, or from the clouds. Its plenteous 
source rushes from a high mountain between bulwarks of st 
Its course, even and full, keeps ever greeD its banks, and 
aSbrds the means of life and joy to a million gliding shapes, 
that fill its deep waters, and twinkle above its golden sands. 

Life and Joy I Yes, Joy ! These two have been called 
the dark Masters, because they disclose the twilight n 
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r native lineaments, or checked 

All alive themselves, they un- 
ess without truth, no perceptioQ 
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the humnn heart. Yet the grarest page in the hiatoryof et 

men is joy, compared with the mixed, shallow, uncertain pie. 

ures of vulgar minds. Joy ! because they were all alive, a 

I'ulfilled the purposes of being. 

vention deformed or veiled the 

the use of their natural force. 

derslood that there is no happi' 

nf it without real life. Unlike 

not a tissue of words and eeemings, but a substantial possessioni 

Bom Hegeliuns, without the pretensions of science, th^ 
Bought God in their own consciousness, and found him. Tbtf 
heart, because it saw itself so fearfully and wonderfully iuad% 
did not disown its Maker- With the highest idea of the di^ 
tiity, power, and beauty of which human nature is napablflj 
they had courage to see by what an oblique c 
ceeds, yet never lose faith that it would reach its destino^ 
aim. Thus their darkest disclosures are not hobgoblin e1iow% 
but precious revelations. 

Brown is great as ever human writer was in showing tl 
self-suelaining force of which a lonely mind ia capable. U^r 
takes one person, makes him brood like the bee, and extntet 
from the common life before him all its sweetness, its bitte]^ 
ness, and its nourishment. 

We say makes Aim, but it increases our own interest iff 
Brown, that, a prophet in this respect of a better era, he htn 
nsually placed this thinking, royal mind in the body of 4 
woman. This personage, too, is always feminine, both 11 
character and eircurastances, but a conclusive proof that the 
term feminine is not a synonyme for tceah. Constantia, i 
Wieland, have loving hearts, graceful and plastic natures, bi]| 
they have also noble, thinking minds, full of resource, c 
stancy, courage. The Marguerite of Godwin, no less, is 
refinement and the purest tenderness ; but she is also the bouI^ 
of honoi', capable of deep discernment, and of acting in eoO'* 
formity with the inferences she draws. The Man of Brown, 
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and Godwin lia^ oat eaten of the fhiit of the tree of knowl- 
edge, and been driven to eusbiin himself hy the sweat of hia 
brow for nothing, but hits learned the structure and laws of 
things, and become a being, natural, benignant, varioua, and 
desirouB of supplying the los3 of innocence by the attainment 
of virtue. So his Woman need not be quite so weak as Eve, 
the slave of feeling or of flattery; she also has learned to 
guide her helm amid the storm across the troubled waters. 

The Lorrors which mysteriously beset these persons, and 
against which, so far as outward facts go, they oflen strive in 
vain, are but a representation of those powers permitted to 
work in the same way throughout the affairs of this world. 
Their demoniacal attributes only represent a morbid stale of 
the intellect, gone to excess from want of balance with the 
other powers. There is ati intellectual as well as a physical 
drunkenness, and which, no less, irapeb to crime. Carwin, 
urged on to use his ventriloquism till the presence of such a 
strange agent wakened the seeds of fanaticism in the breast 
of Wieland, is in a state no more foreign lo nature than that 
of the wretch executed last week, who felt himself drawn as 
by a spell to murder his victim, because he had thought of 
her money and the pleasures it might bring him, till the feel- 
ing possessed his brain that hurls the gamester to ruin. The 
victims of such agency are like the soldier of the Rio Grande, 
who, both legs shot off, and his life-blood rushing out with 
every pulse, replied serenely to his pitying comrades, that "he 
had now that for which the soldier enlisted." The end of the 
drama is not in this world, and the fiction which rounds off 
the whole to harmony and felicity before the curtain tails, 
sins against truth, and deludes the reader. The Nelsons of 
the human race are all the more exposed to the assaults of 
Fate, that they are decorated with the badges of well-earned 
glory. Who but feels as they fall in death, or rise again to 
a mutilated existence, that the end is not yet ? Who, that 
thinks, but must feel that the recompense is, where Brown 
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places it, in the accuunilutiou of mental treasure, in the tsevent. 
assay by Sra that leaves the gold pure to be used some time: 
— aomewliere? 

Brown, — man of the brooding eye, the teeming brain, the 
deep and fervent heart, — if thy country prize thee not, and 
hud almost lost tiiee out of sight, it ia because her heart is caade 
shallow and cold, her eye dim, by the pomp of circumstance, 
the lore of gross outward gain. She cannot long continue 
thus, tor it takes a great deal of soul to keep a huge body 
from disease and dissolution. As there is more soul, thou 
wilt be more sought ; and-many will yet sit down with thy 
ConaCantia to the meal and water on which she sust^ned 
her full and thoughtful existence, who could not endure lh0 
ennui of aldermanic dinners, or find any I'elish in the im- 
itation of French cookery. . To-day many will read ths 
words, and some have a cup large enough to receive ths 
spirit, before it is lost in the sand on which their feet bz9. 
planted. 

Brown's high standard of the delights of intellectual com*. 
inunion and of friendship, correspond with the fondest hopes 
of early days. But in the relations of real life, at preaeat, 
there is rarely more than one of the parties ready for such 
intercourse as he describes. On the one side there will be 
dryness, want of perception, or variety, a stupidity unable to 
appreciate life's richest boon when offered to its grasp ; and 
the finer nature is doomed to retrace its steps, unhappy aa 
those who, having force to raise a spirit, cannot retain or 
make it substantial, and stretcii out their arms only to bring 
them back empty to the breast. 

We were glad to see these reprints, but sorry to see thena . 
so carelessly done. Under the cheap system, the careless- 
ness in printing and translating grows to a greater escesa day 
by day. Please, Public, to remonstrate ; else very soon all 
your books will be offered for two sliillings apiece, and none 
of them in a fit state to be read. 






EDGAR A. POE* 



Mr. Poe (lirows dnwn the gauntlet in his preface by what 
he says of " tlie paltry compensations, or more paUry com- 
meDdationH, of mankind." Some champion might be especteil 
to start up from tbe '■ somewhat sizable " clasa embraced, or, 
more properly speaking, bosed on the ear, by tliis defiance, 
who might try whether the sting of Criticism was as indifier- 
ent to this knight of the pen as he professes its honey to be. 

Were there such a champion, gifted with acumen to dissect, 
anJ a swift-glaacing wit to ealiven the operation, he could 
find no more legitimate subject, no fairer game, than Mr. Foe, 
who has wielded the weapons of criticism without relenting, 
whether with the dagger he rent and tore the garment in 
which some favored Joseph had pranked himself, secure of 
honor in the sight of all men, or whether with uplifled tomahawk 
he rushed upon the new-bom children of some hapiesa genius, 
who had fancied, and persuaded his friends to fancy, that they 
were beautiful, and worthy a long and honored life. A large 
band of these offended dignitaries and aggrieved parents must 
be on the watch for a volume of " Poems by Edgar A, Poe," 
ready to cut, read, and slash in turn, and hoping to see Ids 
own Kaven left alono to prey upon the slaughter of which it 
is the herald. 

Such joust and tournament we look to see, and, indeed, 
have some stake in the matter, so far as we have friends wbosa 
wrongs cry aloud for the avenger. Natheless we could not 
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take part in the melee, except to join the crowd of lookers-A 
in the erj " heaven epeed tlie right I " 

Earlj we read that fable of Apollo who rewarded the criti^ 
who had painfully winnowed the wheat, — with the chaff fcnf 
his pains. We joined the gecitle Aflirmative School, and harQ 
confidence that if we indulge ourselves cblefly with the apprs- 
ciHtionof goodquahlies.Time will lake care of the faults. For 
Time holds a strainer like that used in the diamondmines — bavS 
bat patience and the water and gravel will all pass throagb, 
and only the precious stones be lefl. Yet we are not blind 
to the uses of severe criticism, and of just ceneure, eepecuilly 
in a time and place so degraded by venal and indiscriminaH 
praise as the present. That unholy alliance ; that shameleat 
sham, whose motto is. 

And I'll eawlheei" 

that system of mutual adulation and organized putT w&ich 
was carried to such perfection in the time, and may be seen 
drawn to the life in the correspondence, of Miss Hannah 
More, is fully represented in our day and generation. W» 
eee that it meets a counter-agency, from the league of TrHtb^. 
tellers, few, but each of them mighty as FIngai or any other 
hero of the sort. Let auch tell the whole truth, as well 
nothing but the truth, but let their stei-nness be in the spirit 
of Love. Let them seek to understand the purpose and scope 
of an author, his capacity as well as his fulfilments, and how 
his faults are made to grow by ihe same sunshine that aeu 
upon his virtues, for this is the case with talents no less than 
with characier. The rich field requires frequent and careful 
weeding; frequent, lest the weeds exhaust the soil; care- 
fiil, lest the flowers and gi'ain be pulled up along with the 

It has oflen been onr lot to share the mistake <^ OH 
Bias with regard to the Archbishop. We have taken people 
at their word, and while rejoicing that women could bear 
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Diiglect without feeling mean pique, and tfaat authors, risijig 
above self-love, could show candor about their works, and 
mugnanimouely meet both justice and injustice, we have been 
rudely awakened from our dream, and found that chanticleer, 
who crowed so bravely, showed himself at last but a dunghill 
fowl. Yet Heaven grant we never become too wurldly-wise 
thus to trust a generoua word, and we surely are not so yet, 
for we believe Mr. Poe to be sincere when be saya, — 

" In defence of my own taate, it is incutdbent upon me (o 
aay that I think nothing in this volume of much value to the 
public or very creditable to myself. Events not lo be con- 
trolled have prevented me from making, at any time, any 
serious effort, iu what, under happier circumstances, would 
have been the field of my choice." 

We believe Mr. Poe to be sincere in this declaration ; if 
be is, we respect him ; if otherwise, we do not. Such things 
should never be siiid unless in hearty earnest. If in earnest, 
they are honorable pledges ; if not, a pitifiil fence and foil of 
vanity. Earnest or not, the words are thus far true ; the pro- 
ductions in this volume indicate a power to do something far 
better. With the exception of the Haven, which seema in- 
tended chiefly to show the writer's artistic skill, and ia in its 
way a rare and finished specimen, they are all fragments — 
fyttet upon the lyre, almost all of which leave a something 
to desire or demand. This is not the case, however, with 
these lines: — 

To ONE IN FaSADI^G. 

Thou wast all that to me, love, 

For which my soul did pine — 
A green isle in the sea, love, 

A fountain and a shrine. 
All wreathed with fairy fruits and flowen, 

And all the flowers were mine. 



1 
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Ah, dreum too bright to last ! 

Ah, starry Hope I that didst arise 
But to be overcast ! 

A voice from out the Future ctiea, 
" On ! on ! " — but o'er the Past 

(Dim gulf!) iny spirit hovering lies 
Mute, motionless, aghast 1 

For, &]rs ! alas 1 with me 

The light of life ia o'er! 

No more — no more — no more 
(Such language holds the solemn sea 

To the sands upon the shore) 
Shall bloom the thunder-blasted treer> 

Or the stricken eagle soar! 

And all my days are trances. 

And all my nightly dreams 
Are where thy dark eye glances, 

And where thy footstep gleams — 
In what ethereal dances. 

By what eternal streams. 

The poems breathe a passionate sadness, relieved i 
limes by touches very lovely and tender : — 

" Amid the earnest woes 

That crowd around my earthly path 

(Drear path, alas ! where grows 

Not even one lonely rose.") * • ' 



" For her, the fair and debonair, that now so lowly lies, 

The life upon her yellow hair, but not within her eyes 

The lifeslill there, upon her hair — the death upon her evei 
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This kind of beaut; ie especmlly conspicuou e en ' „ 
into dignity, in the poem called the Haunted Pa a e 

The imagination of this writer rarely espr s If n 

pronounced forma, buc rather in a sweep of images h on^ n 
and distant like a procession of mooolight cloud o I e 
horizon, bat like them characteristic and harmonious one h 
another, according to their office. 

The descriptive power is greatest when it takes a shape 
Dot unlike an incantation, as in the first part of the Sleeper, 
where 

" I stand beneath the mjstic moon ; 
An opiate vapor, dewy, dim, 
Exhales from out a golden rim, 
And, softly dripping, drop by drop, 
Upon the quiet mountain fop, 
Steals drowsily and musically 
Into the universal valley." 

Why universal? — "resolve me that, Master Moth." 
And farther on, " the lily lolls upon the wave." 
This word lolls, often made use of in these poems, presents 
a vulgar image to our thought ; we know EWt how it is to thwt 
of others. 

The lines which follow, about the open window, are highly 
poetical. So is the Bridal Ballad in its power of surest- 
ing a whole tribe and train of thoughts and pictures, by few 
and simple touches. 

The poems written in yoiilh, written, indeed, we under- 
stand, in childhood, before the author was ten years old, are 
a great psychological curiosity. la it the delirium of a pre- 
maturely excited brain that causes such a rapture of words ? 
What is to be gathered from seeing the future so fully anti- 
cipated in the germ ? The passions are not unfi-equenlly/eft 
in their full shock, if not in their intensity, at eight or nine 
years old, btit here they are refieeted upon .- — 
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" 8weet was their death — with ibem to die ws 
With Ihe last ecstasy of eatiale life." 



are done with clear, 
' metaphysical than dramadsifl 



The Ecene§ from Folitia 
strokes ; the power is rather 

We must repeat what we have heretofore said, that v 
wish to see Mr. Poe engaged in a metaphysical romaace 
He needs a sustained flight and far range to show what hoM 
powers really are. Let us have from him the analysis of thfw 
Passions, with th^ir appropriate Fates ; let us have his Bpeeo^g 
lations clarified ; let him intersperse dialogue or poem, i 
occasion prompts, and give us something really good i 
strong, firmly wrought, and fuiriy blazoned. 




These two publicatious have come to hand during the lost 
month — a cheering gleam upon the winter of our discontent, 
as we saw the flood of bad tranalations of worse books which 
swelled upon the country. 

We lore our country well. The many false deeds and low 
tbonghts ; the devolign to interest ; the forgetfulness of prin- 
ciple ; the indifference lo high and noble sentiment, whicli 
have, in so many ways, darkened her history for some years 
back, have not made uh despair of her yet fulQliing the great 
destiny whose promise I'ose, like a star, only some half a cen- 
tury ago upon ihe liopes of the world. 

Should that star be forsaken by its angel, and those hopes 
set finally in clouds of shame, the church which we bad built 
out of the ruins of the ancient time must fall to the ground. 
This church seemed a model of divine art. It contained a 
labyrinth which, when threaded by aid of the clew of Faith, 
presented, re-viewed from its centre, the most admirable har- 
mony and depth of meaning id its design, and comprised in 
its decorations alt the symbols of permanent interest of which 
the mind of man has made use for the benefit of man. Sucb 
was to be our church, a church not made with hands, catholic, 
universal, all whose atones flhnuld be living stones, its officials 
the cherubim of Love and Knowledge, its worship wiser and 
purer action than has before been known to men. To such 
a church men do indeed constitute the state, and men indeed 
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we hoped from the Amerit^aD church and state, men ao UiAf- 
human that they could not live while those made in their own 
likeness were bound down to the condition of brutes. 

Should such hopes be baffled, should sucU a church fall in 
the building, such a. slute find no realization CKcepE to the 
eye of the p,oet, God would *till he in the world, and purely 
guide each bird, that can he patient, on the wing to ita home 
at lasL But expectations so noble, which find bo broad a 
basis in the past, which link it so harmoniously with the 
future, cannot lightly he abandoned. The same Power leads 
by a pillar of cloud as by a pillar of fire — the Power that 
deemed even Moses woi'thy only of a distant view of the 
Promised Land. 

And to those who cherish euch expectations rational edu- 
cation, considered in various ways and bearings, must be the 
one great topic of interest; an enterprise in which the hu 
blest service is precious and honorable to any who can : 
spire its soul. Our thoughts anticipale with eager foresight 
the race that may grow up from this amalgamation of all' 
races of the world which our situation induces, 
pride and greatness of ancient nations to keep their blood 
unmixed; but it must be ours to be willing to mingle, to I 
accept in a generous spirit what each clime and race has to ' 

It is, indeed, the case that much diseased substance ia ' 
offered to form this new body ; and if there be not in oar^ 
selves a nucleus, a heart of force and purity to assimilate these 
strange and various materials into a very high form of or- 
ganic life, they must needs induce one distorted, corrupt, and 
degraded beyond the example of other times and places. 
There will be no medium about it. Our grand scene of 
action demands grandeur and purity; lacking these, one mnst 
Buffer from so base failure in proportion to the success that . 
should have been. 

jtyould be the worthiest occupation of mind to ascertaS^ 
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the conditions propitious for this meeting of Ihe nations in 
their new homei and to proTido preventions for obvious dan- 
gel's that attend it. It would be o«;upation for wliich tlie 
broadest and deepest knowledge of human nature in its men- 
tal, moral, and bodily relations, the noblest freedom from 
prejudice, with the finest discriniinatioQ as to difierenees and 
relations, directed and enlightened by a prophetic sense as to 
what Man is designed by God to become, would all be needed 
to fit the thinker. Yet some portion of these qualities, or oi" 
some of these qualities, if accompanied by earnestness and 
asipiralion, may enable any one to offer useful suggestions 
The mass of ignorance and selfishness is such, that no grain 
of leaven must be despised. 

And as the men of all countries come hither to find a 
home, and-become parts of a new life, so do the books of all 
countries gravitate towards this new centre. Copious infu- 
sions from all quarters mingle daily with the new thought 
which is to grow into American mind, and develop American 
literature. 

As every ship brings us foreign teachers, a knowledge of 
living contemporary tongues must in the course of fifty years 
become the commonest attainment. There exists no doubt 
in the minds of those w!io can judge, that the German, 
French, Italian, Spanish, and Porluguese tongues might, by 
familiar instruction and an inteUiffent method, be taught with 
perfect ease during tlie years of childhood, so that the child 
would have as distinct a sense of their several natures, and 
nearly as much expertness in their use, as in bis own. The 
higher uses of such knowledge can, of course, be expected 
only in a more advanced state of the faculties ; but it is pitj 
that the acquaintance with (be medium of thought should be 
deferred to a period when the mind is sufficiently grown to 
bend its chief attention on the thoughts themselves. Much 
af the most precious part of short human lives is now wasted 
from an ignorance of what might ( asily be done for children, 
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and without taking from tfaem tlie time they need for c 
life, play, and bodily growth, more than at present. 

Meanwhile the English begins to vie niih the Gennaa and 
FreDch literature in the nuinl>er, though not in the goodness, 
of the traDBlation^ from other languages The iadefftiigable 
Gernuins can translate, anil do otiier things too ; lo that gen- 
iuses often there ipply themselves to the work aa an amuse- 
ment ; even the all-employed Goethe has tranaluted one of 
the books before us, (Memoirs of Cellini.) But in English 
we know but of one. Coleridge's Wallenstein, where the 
reader will feel the electric current undiminished bj the 
medium through which it comes to him. And [hen the prof- 
ligate abuse of the power of trani^lation has been anparal- 
leled, whether in the choice of books or the carelessneM in 
dii^guising tl>ose that were good in a hideous ma-sk. No 
falsehood can be worse than this of deforming the expression 
of a great man's thoughts, of corrupting that form which be 
has watt.'hed, and toiled and suffered to make beautiful and 
true. We know no falsehood that should call a more painful 
bluxh to the check of one engaged in it. 

We have no narrowness in our view of the contents of 
such books. We are not afraid of new standards and new 
examples. Only give enough of them, variety enoagh, and 
from well-intentioned, generous minds. America can chocwv 
what she wants, if she has sufficient range of choice ; and if 
there is any real reason, any deep root in the tastes and opiii- 
ions she holds at present, elie will not lightly yield ihen. 
Only give her what is good of its kind. Her hope is not in 
ignorance, but in knowledge. We are, indeed, very fond of 
range, and if there is check, there should be counterche«^ ; 
and in this view we are delighted to see these great Italiana 
domestiotled here. We have had somewhat too much of ibe 
French and Germans of late. We value unchangeably our 
sparkling and rapiil French friend ; still more the «earchiiw^ ~ 
~, in higliesi sense, vi^-ionary German { ~ 
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there is not on eartli, and, we dare to say it, will-aot be again, 
^nius like that of Italy, or that can compare nith it, in its 

Italj and Greece were alike in this ; iho^e sunn; skies 
ripened their fruits perfectly. The oil and honey of Greece, 
the wine of Italy, not only suggest, but satisfy. 2Xere we 
find fulfilment, elsewhere great achievement only. 

O, acute, cautious, calculating Yankee; 0, graceful, witty, 
hot-blooded, fliniKy Southron ; and thou, man of the West, 
going ahead too fast to pick up a thought or leave a flower 
u\K>a thy path, — look at these men with their great fiery pas- 
sions, but will and inteUect still greater aiid Ktrouger, per- 
f'eetly sincere, from a contempt of falsehood. If tbey had 
acted wrong, they said and felt that they had, and that it was 
base and hateful in Ihem. They were sagacious, as children 
are, not from calculation, hut because the tine inslincls of 
nature were unspoiled in them. I speak now of Alfieri and 
Cellini. Dante had all their instinctive greatness and deep- 
seated fire, with the reflective and creative faculties besides, 
to an extent of which they never dreamed. 

He who reads these biographies may take them from sev- 
eral points of view. As pictures of manners, as sincere Iran- 
scripts of the men and their times, they are not and could not 
be surpassed. That truth which Rousseau sought so pain- 
fully and vainly by self-brooding, subtle analysis, they at- 
laincd without an efibrt. Whr/ they felt they cared littie, hut 
v>hal, they felt they surely knew ; and where a fly or worm 
has 'njured the peach 'Is passage 's exactly marked, so ^at 
you a e sure the rest fa and sound. Both as physiologi- 
cal and psych cal h tor es tl ey are full of instruction. In 
Alfie espe ally the ne ou d ea e generated in the frame 
by an u co ge al tens on of the bra n, the periodical crises 
in h 3 I eal h the manne n wh h his accesses of passion 
can e pon h n affo 1 nfi e u^t, ion to one who has an 
pye fo he m an h ch fa I on the destiny of man. 
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Let the physician compare the furies of Alfieri with the silent 
rages of Byron, and give Ihe mother and pedagogue tbe light 
in which tliey are now wholly wanting, showing how to treat 
such nohle plants in Ihe early stages of growth. We think 
the " hated cap " would not be put a second time on the bead 
<«> easily disea»eil. 

The biography of Cellini, it is eommonlj said, is mure 
interesting tlian any romance. It iV a romance, with the 
character of the hero fully brought out. Cellini lived in all 
the fulness of inward vigor, all the variety of outward adven- 
tare, and passed through all the signs of the Zodiac, in his 
circling course, oci^asionally raising a little vapor from the 
art magic He was really the Orlando Furioso turned Gold- 
smith, and Angelicas and all the Peers of France joined ia 
the show. However, he never lived deeply ; he had not 
time; Ihe creative energy turned outward too easily, and 
took those t'orras (hat still enchant the mind of Europe. 
Alfieri was very different in this. He was like the root of 
some splendid sontbern plant, buried beneath a heap of 
rubbish. Above him was a glorious sky, fit to develop hia 
form and excite his colors ; hut he was compelled U} a long 
and terrible struggle to get up where he could be free to 
receive its influence. Institutions, ianguagtf, family, modea 
of education, — all were unfit for him ; and perhaps no man 
was ever called to such eSbrts, after he had reached manly 
age, to unmake and remake himself before he could become 
what his inward aspiration craved. Ail ibis deepened hia 
nature, and it was deep. It is his great force of will and the 
compression of Nature within its iron grasp, where Natare 
was so powerful and impulsive, that constitutes the charm of 
his writings. It ia the man Alfieri who moves, nay, over- 
powers us, and not bis writings, which have no flow nor 
plastic beauty. But we feel the vital dynamics, and itot^ise 
it all. 

By us Americans, if ever such we really are to be, Alfieri 
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■rttould be held sacred as a godfather and holy light He 
was a harlnnger of what moat gives this time its char- 
r and value. He was tlie friend of liberty, the friend 
the sense that Burns was — of the native no- 
bleness of raau. Soiled and degraded men he haCed. He 
nns, indeed, a man of pitiless hatred as of bonndless love, 
and be had bitter prejudices too, but they were from an- 
tipathies too strongly intertwined with his sympathies for 
any hand leas powerful than that of Death to rend them 

But our space does Dot permit us \o do any justice to such 
a life as Alfleri's. Let others read it, not from ihcir habitual, 
but an eternnl point of view, and they cannot mistake its 
purport. Some will he most touched by the slonns of his 
youth, others by the exploits and conquests of his later 
years ; but ail will find him, in the words of his friend 
CaBella, " sculptui'ed just as he was, lofty, strange, and ex- 
tre.oe, not only in his natural characteristics, hut in every 
work that did not seem to him unworthy of his generous 
affections. And where be went too far, it is easy to per- 
ceive his excesses always flowed from some praiseworthy 

Among a crowd of thoughts suggested to the mind by re- 
perusal of this book, to us a friend of many years standing, 
we hastily note ihe following : — 

Alfieri knew how to be a friend, and had friends snch as 
his masculine and uncompromising temper fitted him to en- 
dure and keep, He had even two or three of th^i^oble 
friends. He was a perfect lover in delicacy of sentiment, in 
devotion, in a desire for constancy, in a high Ideal, growing 
always higher, and he was, at last, happy in love. Many 
geniuses have spoken worthily of women in their works, but 
he speaks oi' woman as she wishes to be spoken of, and de- 
clares that he met ihc desire of his soul realized in life. Thi-', 
almost iilone, is an instance where a great nature was perraa- 
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nently satisfied, and the claims of man and woman equally 
met, where one of the parties had the impatient fire of genius. 
His testimony on this subject is of so rare a sort, we must 
copy it : — 

" My fourth and last passion, fortunately for me, showed 
itself by symptoms entirely different from the three first. Id 
the former, my intellect had felt little of the fires of passion ; 
but now my heart and my genius were both e<]ually kindled, 
and if my passion was less impetuous, it became more pro- 
found and lasting. Such wns the flame which by degrees 
absorbed every affection and thought of my being, and it will 
never fade away except with my life. Two months satisfied 
me that I had now found the true woman ; for, instead of 
encountering in her, as in all common women, an obstacle to 
litorary glory, a hinderance to useful occupations, and a damper 
to thought, she proved a high stimulus, a pure solace, and an 
alluring example to every beautiful work. Prizing a treas- 
ure so rare, I gave myself away to her irrevocably. And 
I certainly erred not. More than twelve years have passed, 
and while I am writing this chit-chat, having reached that 
calm season when passion loses its blandishtnents, I cherish 
her more tenderly than ever ; and I love her just in propor- 
tion as glide from her in the lapse of time those littie-ea- 
teemed toll-gatherers of departing beauty. In her my soul 
is exalted, sofliened, and made better day by day ; and I 
will dare to say and believe she bos found in ma support 
and consolation." 

We have spoken of the peculiarities in Aifieri's physical 
condition. These naturally led him to seek solace in violent 
exercise ; and as in the case of Beckford and Byron, horses 
were his best friends in Ihe hour of danger. This sort of 
mat! is the modem Achilles, "the tamer of horses." In what 
degree the health of Alfieri was improved, and his syrapa- 
Ihies awakened by the society and care of these noble am- 
mal,^, is very evident. Almost all persons perliops all that 
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are in a natural state, need to stand in patrisfihal relations 
with the animals most correspondent with fhevf character. 
We have the highest respect for this instinct and sincere 
belief in the good it brings ; if understood, it- woyld be 
cherished, not ridiculed. 



TTALT.— CART'S DAalE. 



f'/zt^AMtLkTlMii Dante is indeed a labor of love. It b one 
r.'Wi wlncb even a moderate degree of success is impossible. 
'■ Jitt great Poet can be well translated. The form of hia 
thought i« inMparable fn>m his tliought The births of his 
f^iu« are perfe<a beings : bodj-and sonl are in sach perfecl 
harmonj' that yoa cannot at all alter the one without veiling 
the olher. The variation ia cadence and modulation, even 
where the words are exactly rendered, lakes not onlj from 
the form of (he thought, but from the thought itself, its most 
delieale charm. Translations come to us as a mesi^age to the 
larer from the lady of his love tlirough the lips of a conji' 
(lante or menial — we are obliged to imagine wiiat was most 
vital iu the utterance. 

Theie difficulties, alwajs iniiuperable, are accumulated a 
hundred-fold in the case of Danle, both by the extraordinary 
depth and subllelj of his thought, and bis no less extraordinary- 
power of concentrating its expression, till every verse is like 
a blade of thoroughly tempered steel. You might as well 
attempt to translate a glance of £re from the human eye iuio 
any other language — even music cannot do that. 

We think, then, that the use of Gary's translation, or any 
Other, can never be to diffuse a knowledge of Dante. This is 
not in its nature diflusible ; he is one of those to whom others 
must draw near ; he cannot be brought to them. He has no 
Buporflcinl eharm to cheat the reader into a belief that he 
knows him, without entrance into the same sphere. 

These translations can be of use only to the translators, as a 
means of deliberate study of Lhe original, or to others who 
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are nludjing the original, and wisb U) tnmpare their owd verv 
eion of doubtful passajies with that of au older disciple, highly 
qualified, both by devotion and ineutal development, for the 

We must say a few words as to the pedantic folly wit!i 
which this sttidy has been proseculeij in this country, and, v/e 
believe, in England. Not only the tnigcdios of Alficii aad 
lite Faust of Gcethe, but the Divina Commedia of Dante, ^ a 
work which it is not ]irobable tliere are upon earth, at any 
one time, a hundred minds able U) appreciate, — are turned into 
school books for httle girls who have just leA their hoopa and 
dolls, and boys who°c highest ambition it is to ride a hor^e 
that will run away, and brave the tnloi' in a college frolic. 

This is done from ihe idea that, in order to get acquainted 
with a foreign language, the student must read bodts that have 
attained the dignity of classics, and also which are " hard." 
Hard indeed it roust be for the Muses to see their l^Tes turned 
into gridirons for the preparation of a school-girl's lunch ; 
harder sIlII for the younglings to be called to chew and digest 
thunderbolts, in lieu of their natural bread and butter. 

Are there not " cla-ssics " enough which would not suffer by 
being put to such uses? In Greek, Homer is a book for a 
boy ; must you give him Plato because it is harder ? Is thei'o 
no clioice among the Latins ? Are all who wrote in the Latin 
tongue equally fit for the appreciation of sixteen Yiuike<- 
years? In Italian, have you not Tusso, Ariosto, and other 
writers who have really a great deal that the immature mind 
can enjoy, wilJiout choking it with the sterti politics of Alfieri, 
or piling upon a brain still soft the mountainous meaning.'' of 
Dante? Indeed, they are saved from suffering by the per- 
fect ignorance of all meaning in which they leave these gi'eal 
aulhora, fancying, to their life-long misfortune, that they have 
read tliem. I have been reminded, by the remarks of my 
young friends on these subjects, of the Irish peasant, w\w. 
having been educated on a book prepared for his iise, eall«d 
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'■ Reailing made easy," blesaoe through life Ilie kindness tliaf 
tairgbt him his " Radamadaay ; " and of ihe child who, hear- 
ing her lather quote Horace, observed the " thought Lalin 
was even sillier than French." 

lHo leas pedantic is the style in which ibe grown-up, in 
Btature at least, undertake to hecome acquainted with Dante. 
They get the best Italian Dictionary, all the liotes they can 
find, amounting in themselves to a library, for his country- 
mea have not been less external and benighted in their way 
of regarding him. Painfully they study through the book, 
I know who Signor This is, 
That, and whether any deep 
. couched by Dante under 
■e a greal-coat. 
smaller hy being crowded , 



attention 
1 of Signor 



seeking with 

and who 

papal or anti-papal meaning v 

the remark that Such-a-oae v 

whose small chambers look y< 

with furniture from all parts of the world, liought by labof, 

not received from inheritance or won by love, asserts that ha 

must understand Dante well, better than any other person 

probably, beciiuse he has studied him through in this way 

thirty or forty times. As well declare you have a better ap 

precialion of Shaki^pfare than any one else because yon hava 

idenlified the birthplace of Dame Quickly, or ascerlMned the 

churchyard where the ghost of the royal Dane hid from the 

sight of that far mure celestial spirit, his son. 

0, painslaking friends ! Shot your books, clear jaOT 
minds from artificial nonsense, and feel that only by spirit can 
spirit be discerned. Dante, like each other great one, took 
the stuff that lay around him, and wove it into a garment of 
light It is not by ravelling that you will best appreciate its 
tissue or design. It is not by studying out the petty strifes or 
external relations of his time, tluit you can become acquainted 
with the thought of Danle. To him these things were onljr 1 
which to plant himself — figures by which to dratna* \ 



tize and evolve h 



"Would you learn him, go listen In 
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heard with a tormented but never-to-bc-deafened ear ; go 
down into t!ie bells, wbere each excess that roars the harmoay 
of nature h puniwhed by the sinner finding no food except 
from his own harvest; pasa through the purgatories of specu- 
lation, of struggling hope, and faith, never quite quenched, 
but smouldering often and long beneath the a.shes. Soar if 
thou canst, but if thou cailst uot, clear thine eye to see this 
great eagle soar into tiie higher region where forma arrange 
themselves for stellar dance and spheral melody, — and 
thought, with costly-accelerated motion, raises itself a spiral 
which can only end in the heart of the Supreme. 

He who finds in himself no fitness to study Dante in this 
way, should regard himself as in the position of a, candidate 
for the ancient mysteries, when rejected as unfit for initiation. 
He should seek in othernays to purify, expand, and strengthen 
liis being, and, when he feels (hat lie is nobler and stronger, 
return and try again whether he is " grown up to il," aa the 
Germans say, 

"The difficulty is in the thoughts;" and this cannot be 
obviated by the most minute acquaintance with the history of 
the times. Comparison of one edition with another is of use, 
as a guard against obstructions through mistake. Still more 
useful will be the method recommended by Mr. Gary, of 
comparing the Poet with himself; this belongs to the intel- 
lectual method, and is the way in whicii to study our intel- 
lectual friend. 

The versions of Gary and Lyel! will be found of use to the 
student, if he wants to compare his idea>* with those of accom- 
plished fellow-students. The poems in the London book 
would aid raucii in a full appreciation of the comedy ; they 
ought to be read in the original, but copies are not easily to 
be met here, unless in the great libraries. The Vita Nuova 
is the noblest expression eKfant of the inward life of Love, 
the best preface and comment to every thing else that 
Dante did. 
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'Tis pity tlist the designs of Fluxman are bo poorly repro- 
duced iu thiH Aincriiuin bouk. It would tiave been far better 
to have Imii it a little deurer, and thus better doue. Tbe 
designs of Flaxmuii wore really a noblu unnmeiit upon I>MDte, 
and might help to interpret him; and we are sorry tlial those 
wlio can see only h few of them should see ihem so imp<:r- 
(eutly. l)ii» in some, as in that of the meetmg with Fariuaui, 
the expression cannot be destroyed while one line of ibe 
ori^'iiial romaiiied. The " lo^t portrait " we do not lik« as 
preface to " La Diviua Comedia." To that belongs our 
Booujttomed object of reverence, the head of Dante, such as 
the Florentine wooicii saw him, when they thought )ii« hair 
and beitrd were atiil singud, his face dark and subUme with 
what he had seen Moid. 

Prefixed to the other book is a head " fiom a cast taken 
aft«r death at Kavenus, A. D. 1321." It has the gmndear 
which death Mnietimed puts on ; the fulness of past life is 
there, but iitade sacred in Eternity. It is aUo the only frani 
view of Daute we have seen. It is not unworthy (o omrk * 
the point 

" When vigor failed the towering fantasy. 
But yel the will rolled onward, like a wheel 
]n ev«n motiou by the love impelled 
Thai nove^ ibe sun in heaven, and all the ttaia.* 

TTe ought to say. in behalf of this publication, that « 
«v«r WMMtf 0«yV vwsion will rejoice, at U,'!, a$ do m% % 
fatinKs it ia w fiur ami hifiWe gafc>e. 

Bofecv leaviag the Italians *« mi*^ taaan 
pnUff of oiar fcnan^'- to the grMi in^!«<)ian in the | 
i^ revirw. Oar Maitw«ripls b«4a|> ■$ inr^iUc as if wc a 
a gfwU gimttti^ «« newr fwaphua loT tW^ nraca. e 
wh>" "««■ n™ mmAe to rr«rr«f uor OMnniii* <wi s 
y: .i'r4 mn i«\ ihMt AKrn wa> [vrf 



- GARY 9 DANTE, 



107 



nor Biindrj other (hings that are there; but we do mourn nt 
Beeming to say of our fiiends, " Why they felt they care little, 
but inhtU they felt they scarcely knew," when in feet we 
aaserted, " what they felt they surely knew." 

In the arlicle od the Celestial Empire we had made this 
assertion of the Cliinese music : " Like iAetV poetry, the music 
ia of the narrowest monotony ; " in place of which stands this 
assertion : '■ Like true poetry, their music is of the narrowest 
monotony." But we trust the most careless reader would not 
tliink the merely human mind capable of so original a remark, 
and will put this blasphemy to account of that little demon 
who has so much to answer for in the sufferings of poor 
writers before they con get their tbonghla to the eyes qf their 
fellow^creatures, in print, that lliere seems scarcely a chance 
of his being redeemed as long as there is one author in exist- 



[• AlthoBRh the errors here Bpeeially referred to by my ais 


er have been 


coTTOcted in this volume, I let her statement remain as enplan 


ation of any 


other errors which may possibly hare crept into type, in this vol 




Oie illBgibilily Df some of her m»41D«:ripl8 from which I ha 




peUed to copy for this work. — Si>.1 
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SvCH is the title of a volume just issued from the press ; 
grand title, which suggests the epic poet or the philosophoi 
The purpose of the work, however, is modest. It ia mereljW 
compilation, from which those who have lived at some d 
&om the great highway may get answers to their questioM(J 
as to ^veats and circumstances which may have escaped then 
It is one of those books which will be valued in tt 
woods. 

It would be a great book indeed, and one that would reqiiin 
ti.e eye and heart of a great man, — great as a judge, great m 
a Beer, and great as a prophet, — that should select for ns am 
present in hnnnonious outline the true American facts. Ti 
choof^e (he right point of view supposes command of the field. I 

Such a man must be attentive, a quiet observer of tbs 1 
slighter signs of growth. But he must not be one to dwdjj 
superstitiously on details, nor one to hasten to conclasioi 
He must have the eye of the eagle, itie coui-age of the lioc 
the patience of the worm, and fuilh such as is the prerogadvi 
of man alone, and of man in the highest phase of his culture. 5 

We doubt not the destiny of our country — that she it 
accomplish great things for human nature, and be the mother J 
of a nobler race than the world has yet kno«Ti. But she 1im>] 
been so false to the scberoe made out at her nativity, that it »., 
now hard to say which way that desliny points. We C 
hardly exhibit the true American iacis without some idea of' \ 
the real character of America, Only one thing seems clear- 
that the energy here at work is very great, though the n 
employed iu carrying out its purposes may have generally noil 
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1 unilerstand those purposes, or 
xa, than the raral insect through 
I upbeaved from 



V continents a 



more individual ambition t 
cherish noble ones of their o 

ocean's breast. 

Such a man, passing in a boat from one extremity of the 
Misaissippi to another, and obaerving every object on the 
shore as he passed, would yet learn nothing of universal or 
general value, because he has no principles, eveu in hope, by 
which to classify them. American faci-s I Why, what has 
beeti done that marks individuality? Among mea there is 
Franklin. He is a fact, and an American fact. Niagara is 
another, in a different style. The way in which newspapers 
and other periodicals are managed is American ; a, go-ahead, 
fearless adroitness is American ; so is not, ex:clusively, the 
want of strict honor. But we look about in vain for traits as 
characteristic of what may be individually the character of the 
nation, as we can find at a glance in reference to Spain, Eng- 
land, France, or Turkey. America is as yet but a European 
babe ; some new ways and motions she ha?, consequent on a 
new position ; but that soul that may shape her mature life 
scarce begias to know itself yet. One thing is certain ; we live 
in a large place, no less morally than physically : woe to him 
who lives meanly here, and knows the exhibitions of selfish- 
ness and vanity as the only American facU. 
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Aa we pass the oH Brick. Chapel our eye is somettmes 

arrested by placards that hang aide by side. On one is ad- 
vertised "the Lives of tbe Apostles," on llie other "Napo- 
leon and his Mht^IibIb." 

Stirely it is the most monstrous thing the world ever saw, 
that eighteen hundred years' profound devotion to a rtlr;;ioaa 
teacher should not preetuiie flagrant and all but universal 
violation of his most obvious precepts ; that Napoleon and 
his Mnrshals should be some of the best ripened fruit of our 
lime ; that our own people, so nnnearied in building up tem- 
ples of wood and stone to the Prince of Peace, should be at 
this era mad with boyish exultation at the winning of battl^ 
and in a bad cause too. 

In view of such facts we cannot wonder that Dr. Chantiing^ 
ihe editor of the Tribune, and others who make Christian!^ 
their stnndard, should find little savor in glowing exposition 
of the great French drama, and be disgusted at words of d 
fence, still more of admiration, spoken in belialf of its leadi 



We can easily admit at once that the whole French dn 
ivas anti-Christian, just ns the political conduct of every d^ 
lion of Christendom has been thus far, with rare and briei 
^xc<!ptions. Something different might have been expecte^l 
fi-om our own, because the world has now attained a 
winsciousuess of right, and in our case our position woolflC 
have made obedience easy. We have not been led inta| 
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temptation ; we Bought it. It is greed, and not vant, that has 
impelled this nation to wrong. The paiha of peace would 
have been for her also the paths of wisdom and of pleasant- 
ness, bnt she would not, and baa preferred the path of the 
beast of prey in the uncertain forest, to the grepn pastures 
where " walks the good Shepherd, his meek temples crowned 
with roses red and white." 

Since the state of things is such, we see no extremity of 
censure that should fail upon the great French leader, except 
that he was like the majority. He was ruthless and 'selfish 
tM a larger scale than most monarch^t , but we see no diifer- 

ce in grain, nor in prindplea of action 

Admit, ihcn, that he was not a good man and never for one 
moment acted disinterestedly. But do not refuse to do hom- 
Bge to his genius. It is well north yonr while to learn to 
appreciate that, if you wish to understand the Boik that the 
spirit of the time did, and is still doing through him , for hia 
mind is still upon the earth, working here through the tribu- 
tary minds it fed. We must say for our own part, we can- 
Dot admit the riglit of men severely to enlieise Napoleon, 
till they are able to appreciate what he was, as well as see 
what he was not. And we eee no mind of sutRcient grasp, or 
ftigh-placed enough to take this estimate duly, nor do we be- 
lieve this age will furnish one. Many problems will have to 
be worked out first. 

We reject the exclusively moral no less than the excln- 
sively intellectual view, and find most satisfaction in those 
who, aiming neither at apology nor attack, make their obser- 
vations upon the great phenomenon as partial, and to bo 
received as partial. 

Mr. Headley, in hia first surprise nt finding how falsely John 
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Kow we know that Napoleon loved lo read Oasian, and oouU^ J 
appreciate the beauty of tenderness : but we do not b^eTC 1 
that he had one particle of what is properly termed heart; — •■ ' 
that is, he could always silence sentiment at once when bis ' 
projects demanded it. Tlieu Mr. Headley finds apologiea for 
acts where apology is out of place. They cliaracterize th^ J 
ruthless nature of the man, and that is all that can b 
of them. He moved on, like the Juggernaut car, to hia end, . 
and spilled the blood that was needed i'or this, whether thi^ 
blood were "ditch-water" or otherwise. Neither is this Bupa 
posing him to be a monster. The human heart is very c 
ble of such uncontrolled selfisiiness, just as it is of angelict 1 
love. "'Tis but the firat atep that costs" — mueh. Yet I 
Borae compassionate hand strewed flowers on Nero's grave, j 
and the whole wotld eried shame when ISonaparte's Man 
luke forsook his maater. 

Mr. Headley does not seem to be aw^re that there is 
trust to be put in Napoleon's own account of hia actions. '] 
He seems to have been almost incapable of speaking sincerely 
to those about him. We douht whether he couid have ft 
1 he loved, that she might become t 



gotten wilb the won 
historiographer. 
But granting the 



rst that c 



n he said of ruthleas acts 
erve our aaathema for him J 
alone? He is no worse than the other crowned ones, against ' 
whom he felt himself continually in the balance. He haS' ' 
shed a greater quantity of hlooil, and done mightier wrongs, 
because he had more power, and followed with more fervor s 
more dazzling lure. We see no other difference between his \ 
conduct and that of the great Frederic of Prussia. He never ^ 
did anything so meanly wicked as has just been done in. i 
Btirring up the Polish peasants to assassinate the nobles, 
never did any thing so atrocious as has been done hy Nicho 
lus of Russia, who, just after his hypocritical intercourse w 
that " venerable man," the Pope, when he so zealously d» 
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fended himself ugainst the chni^ of scouring nuns to con- 
vert them to the Greek church, administers the knout to a 
nobiti and beautiful lady because she had given shelter for 
an hour to the patriot Dembinski. Why then so zealous 
against Napoleon onlyi' He is but a specimen of what man 
must become when he will be king over the bodies, where he 
cannot over the souls, of his fellow-men. Wo doubt if it is 
any worse in (he sight of God to drain France of lier best blood 
by the conscription, than to tear the flower of Genius from 
the breast of Italy to perish in a dungeon, leaving her over- 
whelmed and broken-hearted. Leaving all this aside, and 
granting thnt NHpoleon might have done more and better, had 
bis heart been pure from ambition, which gave it Euch elec- 
tric power to animate a vast field of being, there is no reason 
why we should not piize what he did do. And here we think 
Mr. Headley's style the only one in place. We honor him for 
the power he shows of admiring the genius which, in plough- 
ing its gigantic furrow, broke up every arlificial barrier that 
hid the nations of Europe one from the other — that has left 
the " career open (o talent," hy a gap so broad that no " Chi- 
nese aUiance" can ever close it again, and in its vast plans of 
' dvic improvement half-anticipated Fourier. With him all 
W'fhoug/itt became things; it has been spoken in blame, it has 
F been spoken in praise; for ourselves we see not how this 
inoet practical age and country can refuse to apprehend the 
desigos, and study the instincts of this wonderful practical 
genius. 

The characters of the marshals are kept up with the 
greatest spirit, and that power of seizing leading traits that 
gives these sketches the greatness of dramatic poetry. The 
mar^^liala are majestic figures; men vulgar and undeveloped 
on many sides, hut ahvays clear and strong in their own way. 
One mind animates tliem, and of that mind Napoleon is the 
culminating point. He did not choose tlicm; 1 hey were a 
part of himself, a pari of the same ihought of which he waa 
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the moat forcible expression. If sometimes inelincd to < 
parage them, ii was ns a man might di^pai'iige his band by J 
aaying it was not his head. He truly felt that he was Ihe cen- 3 
tral force, though some of Ihem were greater in the details ( 
of action than himself. Attempts have often been made to J 
darken even the militiiry fame of Na[)oleon and his gonentla *J 
— attempts disgraceful enongh from a foe whom they so long 1 
held in terror. Dut to any unprejudiced mtnd there is evident i 
in tiie conduct of their battles, the development of the inBtinctS 
of genius in mighty force, and to inevitable results. 

With all the haste of hand and iiK^quality of touch th^ 
show, these sketches lire full of strength and bnlliancy, aa 
honor to the country that produced them. There is no got-up 
harmony, no attempt at originality or acuteness ; all is living 
, — the overflow of the mind ; we like Mr. Headley ; even in 
his faults be is a most agreeable contrast to the made men of 
the day, 

In the sketches of the Marshals we have the men before 
us, a living reality. Massena, at the siege of Genoa, is rep- 
resented with a great deal of simple force. The whole per- 
sonality of Murat, with his " Oriental nature " and Oriental 
dress, is admirably depicted. Why had nobody ever before 
had the clearness of perception to see just this, and no more, 
in the "theatrical" Murat? Of his darling hero. Ney, tha 
writer has implied so much all along, that he lays less Btresa 
on what he says of him directly. He thinks it is all undraw 
stood, and it is. 

Take this book for just what it is ; do not look for cool <Ms- 
cussion, impartial criticism, but take it as a vivacious and fed- 
ing representation of events and actors in a great era: yon 
will find it full of truth, such aa only sympathy could teach, 
and will derive from it a pleasure and profit lively and gen- 
uine as itself. As to denying or correcting its stalements, it 
is very di'sirnble th;it those who are able should do that part 
r)f the work ; but, in iluiii;; il. If! thi'm be grateful for what it 
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done, and what they could not do ; grateful for reproduction 
such as be who throws himself into the genius and the per- 
sons of the time may hope for; but he never can who 
keeps himself composed in critical distance and self-posses- 
sion. You cannot have all excellences combined in one per- 
son; let us then cheerfully work togeth'^r ♦r complete the 
beautiful whole, — beautiful in its unity, — no less beautiful 
in its variety. 
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This lecture of Dr. Warren is printed io a form suitabla 
for popular distributioD, while the high reputation of its 
author insures it respect. Renders will expect (o find here 
thoae rules for dailj pi'actice taught hy that plaia common- 
sense which men pos.'wss from nature, but strangely lose 
sight otj amid their many inventions, and are obliged to 
rediscover by aid of experience and science. 

Here will be found those general slalements as (o modes 
of esercise, care of the skin, choice of food, and time, and 
cireum^tiinces required for its digestion, which might furnish 
the ounce of prevention that is worth so many pounds of 
cure. And how much are these needed in (his country, 
where the most barbarous ignorance prevails on the sub- 
ject of cleanliness, sleeping aGcommodations, &c! On these 
Eubjects improvement would be easy; [hat of diet is far more 
complicated, and is, unfortunately, one whic:h requires great 
knowledge of the ways in which the human frame is aSected 
by the changes of climate and various other influences, even 
wisely to discuss. If it is difficult where a race, mostly indige- 
nous IO the soil, feed upon what Mother Nature has prepared 
expressly for their use, and where excess or want of judgment 
in its use produces disease, it must be far more so whet« 
men come from all latitudes to live under new circumstances, 
and need n judicious adaptation of the old to the new. The 
dogmatism and proscription that prevail on this topic amuse 
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"Tout'h no meat i'ot 
sugar, that 



the observer and distress the patient, 
your life," says one. " It is not meat, 
ruin," cries another. '' No, salt is the destruction of the 
world," sadly and gravely declares n thii'd. Milk, which 
onee conciliated all regards, has ila denunciators. " Water," 
say some, " is the bliss that shall dissolve all bane. Drink ; 
wash — take to yourself all the water yon can get." " That 
is madness — is far worse than useless," cry others, "unless 
the water be pure. You must touch none that has Dot been 
tested by a chemist." " Yes, you may at any I'ale drink it," 
Bay others, " aud in large quantities, for the power of water 
to aid digestion is obvious to every observer." 

" No," says Dr. Warren, " animals do not drink at the time 
Ihey eat, but some hours after ; and they generally lake very 
small quantities of liquid, compared with that which is used 
by man. The savage, in his native wilds, takes his solid food, 
■when he can obtain it, to satiety, reposes afterwards, and then 
re.^uming his chase through the forest, stops at the rivulet to 
allay his thirst. The disadvantage of taking a lai^e quantity 
of liquid must be obvious to all those who consider that the 
digesting liquid is diluted and weakened in proportion to the 
quantity of drink," 

What wonder is it, if oven the well-disposed among the 
muhitude, seeing such dissension among tlie counsellors, gath 
ering just enough from their disputes to infer that they have 
no true philosophical basis for their opinions, and seeing 
those who would set the example in practice of this art with- 
out science of dietetics generally among the most morbid and 
ill-developed specimeus of humanity, just throw aside all rule 
upon the subject, partake of what is set before thera, trust to 
air, exercise, and good intentions to ward off the worst effects 
of the promiscuous fare ? 

Yet, while hopeless at present of selecting the right articles, 
and building up, so far as hwedilary taint will permit, a pure 
and healthful body from feeding on congenial substances, wa 
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know al le&st tbia mucli, llmt stimulaDts and over-eiiting— • 
not food — are injurious, anil may take care enough of our* 
selves to avoid thesu. 

The otlier branches we can really act wisely in, Dr. War- 
ren, after giving the usual directions (rarely followed as yet) 
for airing beds and sleeping-rooms, adds, — 

" The manner in which children sleep will readily be ac- 
knowledged te be important ; yet very little attention is paid 
to this matter. Children are crowded together in email, uih 
ventilated roonij, often two or three in a bed, and on beds 
composed of half prepared feathers, from which iaanes a 
noxious effluvia, infecting the child at a period when he la 
Itaat able to resist its influence ; so that in the morning, 
instead of feeling the full refreshment and vigor natural to 
bie age, he is pale, languid, and for some time mdispoaed 
to exertion. 

" The rooms in which children are brought up should be 
well aired, by having a fireplace, which should be kept open 
the greater part of the year. There nevei' should be more 
than one in the same bed ; and thia remark may be applied 
with equal propriety to adults. The substance on which they 
lie should be hair, thoroughly prepared, so that it should have 
no bad smell. In winter it may be of cotton, or of hair and 
cotton. It would be very desirable, however, to place chil- 
dren in separate apartments, as well a:^ in separate bed^. 

"It has been justly said that adults as well as children had 
better employ single instead of double beds ; this remark is 
intended to apply universally. The use of double beds baa 
been very generally adopted in this country, perhaps in part 
as a matter of economy ; but this practice is objectionable, for 
more rea'wns than can be slated here." 

On the subject of exercise, he mentions particularly the 
triangle, and we copy what he says, because of the peifecl 

e and convenience with which one could bf put up ajul 

d in every bed-chamber. 
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" The esercifling the upper liniba is loo muiih neglected j 
raportant to provide the means of bringing them 
into actiuD, as well to develop their powers as lo enlnrge and 
invigorate the chest, with which they nre connocted. and 
which they powerfully influence. The beat I know of is the 
use of the triangle. This Admirably exerts tlie upper limbs 
and the muscles of the chest, and, indeed, when adroitly em- 
ployed, those of the whole bodj', The triangle is made of a 
stick of walnut wood, four feet long, and an inch and a haU'in 
diamtstcr. To each end is connected a rope, the opposite ex- 
tremities of wiiich being confined together at such height as to 
low the motion of swinging by the hands." 
yfe havt; ourselves derived the greatest benefit from this 
mple means. Gymnastic exercises, and if possible in the 
I open aip( are needed by every one who is not otherwise led 
i all parts of the body by various kinds of labor. 
Some, though only 'purlial provision, is ^made for boys by 
gymnasia and riding-schools. In wirK'r nations, such have 
been the care of the state. And in despotic governments, the 
jealousy of a tyrant was never more justly awakened tlian 
wheu the youth of the land, by a devotion to gymnastic exer- 
I cises, showed their aspiration to reach (he healthful stature of 
inhood. For every one who possesses a strong mind in a 
B body is heir presumptive to the kingdom of this world ; 
l^e needs no external credentials, but has only to appear and 
I make clear his title. But for such a princely form the eye 
\ . searches the street, the mart, and the council-chamber, in vain. 
Those who feel that the game of life la so nearly up with 
tliem that they cannot devote much of the time that is left to 
3 living in their own persons, should, at least, 
be unwilling to injure the next generation by the same igno- 
e which has blighted to many of us in our earlii'st ji-iir. 
Such should attend to the work of Mr. Combe,* among other 

nnd Mnril ■Mdnagcnipnt of Infincy, hy Aiidiov 
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good Luoka. Mr. Cumbe has done miiuli good iilreatly in this ' 
country, and tliis book should be circulated every where, for 
many of its suggestions are too obviously just not to be 
adopted as eoon as I'cad. 

Dr. Warren bears hia testimony against the pernicious 
effects that follow upon the use of tobuuco, and we cannot 
but hope that what he says of its tendency to create cancer 
will have weight with some who are given to the detflsta' 
ble habit of chewing. This practice ia so odious to womeo, 
that we must regard its prevalence here as a token of the 
very light regard in which they are held, and the consequent 
vant of refinement among men. Dr. Warren seems to favor 
the practice of hydropathy to some extent, but must needs 
bear hia testimony in full against homceopathv. !No matter ; 
the little doses will insinuate their way, and cure the^ills tliai 
fieab is heir to, 



FREDERICK DOUGLASS.' 



Fbederice Douglass has been for some time a promi- 



nent member of the abolition party. He 









excellent speaker — can speak from a thorough personal ex- 
perience — and has upon liie audience, besides, the influence 
of a Eitrong character and uncommon talcntn. la the book 
before ua he has ptit into the slorj of his life the thoughts, the 
feelings, and the adventures that have been so affecting 



through the living voice ; 
page. He haa had the 
and places, thus exposing 
ting the seal on Ins deep 
I of speaking the whole truth. 
tive, we have never I'ead ont 
with genuine feel 



e they les 



o from the printed 
B persons, time^ 
ielf to obvious danger, and aet~ 
.s to the religious need 
Considered merely as a narra- 
more simple, true, coherent, and 
It ia an escellent piece of writ- 
n that score to be prized as a specimen of the pow- 
a of the black race, which prejudice persists in disputing. 
' "We prize highly all evidence of this kind, and it is becoming 
! abundant.. The cross of the Legion of Honor lias just 
I been conferred in France on Dumiis and Souliti, both cele- 
I brated in the paths of light liternture. Dumas, whose father 
I was a general in the Fi-ench army, is a nmiatio ; Soulie, a 
I quadroon. He went from New Orleans, where, though to the 
[ eye a white man, yet, as known to have African blood in his 
Qs, he could never have enjoyed the privileges due to a 
I Ifcumaa being. Leaving the land of freedom, he found hira- 
Bfelf &ee to develop the powers that God had given. 
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1^ 
Two wise and candid iliinkera — the Scotchman Einmont, 
prematurely lost tu this uounlry, of whii^li he was go faiilif'ul 
Ktid generous a tttudent, and the lute Dr. Channiiig, — boili 
thought that the African race had in them u peculiar ele- 
ment, whicli, if it could be aEsimilated with those imported 
BiDong U3 fi-om Europe, would give to geoiiis a development, 
and to the euergics of character a balance and harmony, 
beyond what has been seen heretofore in the history oT tlie 
world. Such au element is indicated in their lowest estate tty 
a. talent for melody, a ready skill at imitjtiion and adaptation, 
an aluiost indestructible elasticity of nature. It is to be re- 
marked in the writings both of Soulie and Dumas, full of 
faults, but glowing with plastic life and fertile in inrention. 
The eame torrid energy and saccharine fulness may be fult in 
the writinj>s of this Douglass, though his life, being one of 
action or resistance, has been less favorable to such powers 
than one of a more joyous flow might have been. 

The book is prefaced by two communications — one from 
Garrison, and one from Wendell Phillips. That from the 
I former is in his usual over-emphatic style. His motives 
iDil his course have been noble and generous ; we look upon 
, him with high respect; but he has indulged in violent invec- 
tive and denunciation till be has spoiled the temper of his 
mind. Like a man who has been in the babit of screamino 
himself hoarse to make the deaf hear, he can no longer pitch 
his voice on a key agreeable to common ears. Mr. Phillips's 
► remarks are equally decided, without this exaggeration in the 
I tone. Douglass himself seems very just and temperate. We 
r feel that his view, even of those who have injured him most 
' may be relied upon. He knows how to allow for motives and 
' influences. Upon the subject of religion, he speaks with 
I great force, and not more than our own sympathies can re- 
The inconsistencies of slaveholding professors of 
o Heaven. We are not disposed to detest, or 
i communion wiih tbcni. Their blindness is but one 
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form of that prevalent fallacy wlijch eubstitutes a cretHi for a 
faith, a ritual for a life. We havti seen too much of this bjs< 
tern of atonement uot to know that those who adopt it ol^en 
began with |i;oo(l intmitious, and are, at eny rate, in their mis- 
takes worthy of Ihe deepest pity. But that is no reason wliy 
the truth should not he uttered, trunipet-tongued, about the 
thing. " Bring no more vain oblations;" sermons must daily 
be preached anew on that text. Kings, five hundred years 
ago, built ciiurches with Ihe spoils of war; clergymen to-day 
command slaves to obey a gospel which they will not allow 
them to read, and call ihemseives ClinEtlan^ amid the curses 
of tbeir fellow-men. The world ought to get on a little faster 
than this, if there be really any principle of improvement in 
it The kingdom of heaven may not at the beginning have 
dKipped seed larger than a mustard-seed, but even from that 
we had a right to expect a fuller growth than we can be- 
lieve to exist, when we read such ii hook aa this of Doug- 
lass. Unspeakably affecting is the fact that he never saw his 
mother at all by daylight. 

"I do not recollect of ever seeing ray mother by the light 
of day. She was with me in the night. She would he down 
with me, and get me to sleep, but lung before I waked she 

The following extract presents a auilahle answer to the 
hackneyed argument drawn by the defender of slavery from 
the songs of the slave, and is also a good specimen of ihc 
powers of observation and manly heart of the writer. Wo 
wish that every one may read his book, and see what a mind 
might have been stifled in bondage — what a man maybe 
Bubjecled to the insults of spendthrift dandies, or the blows 
of mercenary brutes, in whom there is no whiteness except of 
the skin, no humanity except in the outward form, and of 
whom the Avenger will not fail yet to .demand, " Where ia 
thy brother?" 

" The Home Plantation of Colonel Lloyd wore the appew 
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ance of a couotrj v'tUage. All ihe mechanical uperalio 
all the {ami were performed ht^re. The shocmakiDj 
mending, llie bUckamithiDg, cartwrigbring, coopering, weai 
ing, and gnun-grinding, were all performed by tUe slaves 
the Ilome FlaniBiion. The whole place wore a husiness-like- 
aapect verj unlike (he neighboring farms. The number of 
hoD^ie^ too, conspired to give it tMlfanlage over the neighbor- 
ing farms. It was called bj the stares the Great Souse 
Farm. Few privileges were esteemed higlwr, by ihe elaies 
of the out-farm^, than that of being selected fo do errands at 
the Great Hoase Farm. It was associated in their minds 
with greatness. A representative could not be prooder of bis 
election to a seal in ilie American Congress, than a slave on 
ons of the out-farus would be of bid eleclioa to do ermnds at 
tlie Great House Farm. Tbey regarded it as evidence of 
great confidence reposed in them by their overseers; and it 
was on this account, as well as a con.'^Isnt dt^ire to be out of 
the Held, from under ihe driver's lash, that they esteemed it a 
high privilege, one worth careful living (or. He was called 
Ihe smartest and most trusty fellow who bad this koDor con- 
ferred upon him the most frequently. The competitors fur 
this otiiee sought as diligently to please their ove: 
office-seekers in the political parties seek to please andde*' 
ceive the people. The same traits of character might be 
in Colonel Lloyd's slaves, as are seen in the slavea of tbtf;' 
political parties. 

"The slaves selected to go to the Great House Farm, (br 
the monthly allowance for themselves and their fellow^slavi 
were peculiarly enthusiastic. While on their way, tbej wool 
make Ibe dense old woods, for miles around, reverberate 
Iheir wili! songs, revealing at once the bluest joy Mid ihs 
deepest sadness. They would compose and sing as they irei4 
along, consulting neither lime nor tune. The llioogfat ih^ | 

came up came out, — if not in the word, in the smid^ u4 

as frequently in the one as in the other. Tfaef vould «md» 
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es sing the most pHtbctic seiidmenC in the most rapturaiig 
3, and the most rapturous senlitncnt in (be most pnthctic 
■i. Into all their songs they would mannge to weave some- 
ig of the Greiit House Farm. Especialiy would they do 

.his when leaving home. They would then sing most exult- 

Ingly the following words: — 



This they would sing as a chorus to words which to many 
would seem unmeaning Jargon, but which, nevertheless, were 
full of meaning to them.ielves. t have sometimes thought 
Lhai the mere hearing of those songs would do more to im- 
press some minds with llie horrible character of slavery, than 
the reading of whole volumes of philosophy on the subject 
could do. 

" I did not, when a slave, understand the deep meaning of 
those rude and apparently incoherent songs. I was myself 
within the circle; so that I neither saw nor heard a? those 
without might see and hear. Tliey fold a tale of woe which 
was then altogether beyond my feeble com])rehension ; they 
were tones louJ, long, and dceji ; they breathed the prayer ^ 
and complaint of souls boiling over with the bitterest anguish. < 
Every tone was a testimony against slavery, and a prayer to 
God for deliverance from chains. The hearing of those wild 
notes always depressed ray spirit, and tilled me with ineffable 
sadness. I have frequently found myself in tears while bear- 
ing them. The mere recurrence to those songs, even now, 
afflicts me ; and while I am writing these lines, an expression 
of feeling has already found its way down my cheek. To 
tlkose songs I trace my first glimmering conception of the de- 
humanizing character of slavery. I can never get rid of that 
conception. Those songs still follow me, to deepen my hatred 
of slavery, and quicken my sympathies for my brethren in 
bondd. If any one wishes to be impioised with the soul-kill 
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ing cfff^cls of slavery, let liim go to Colonel Lloyd's plantations^ 
and, on allowance day, place himself in the deep pine wood%^ 
and there let him, in silence, nnnlyze the sounds that shall 
pass thmugh the chaoibers of his soul ; and if he is not thua 
impressed, it will only be because ' there is no flesh tn hia ' 
obdurale heail.' 

'' I have often been utterly aslonished, since I came 1 
north, to find persons who could speak of the singing e 
slaves as evidence of their contentment and happiness. It ut|| 
impossible to conceive of a greater mistake. Slaves i 
most when they are most unhappy. The songs of the slavfiS 
represent the sorrows of his heart; and he is relieved bjH 
them only as an aching heart is relieved by it 
least, such is my experience. I have often sung to drown mjr'fl 
sorrow, but seldom to express my happiness. Crying for joj- 1 
and singing for joy were alike uncommon to me while in the 
jaws of slavery. The singing of a man cast away upon a 
desolate island might be as appropriately considered as evi- 
dence of contenlnient and happiness, as the ainging of a sla 
the songs of the one and of the other are prompted by 
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Thbbe volumes have met with' aa warm a reception " at 
ever nnripe author's quick conceit," to use Mr. Taylor'a own 
language, could hope or wish ; and so deservedly, that the 
critic's hnppy task, in ejcamininp; them, is to point out, not 
what is most to be blamed, but what i^ inaat to be praised. 

With joy we hail a new poet. Star after star has been 
withdrawn from our firmameat, and when that of Coleridge 
Bel, we seemed in danger of being left, at best, to a gray aud 
confounding twilight ; bui, lo ! a " ray of pure white light " 
I darts across the obscured depths of ether, and allures our eyes 
and hearts towards the rising orb from which it emanates. 
Let ns tremble no more lest our summer pass away without 
its roses, but receive our present visitor as the harbinger of a 
haiTest of delights. 

The natural process of the mind in forming a judgment ia 

»>mparison. The ofQce of sound criticism is to teach that this 

ioraparison should be made, not between the productions of 

difTerently-conslituted minds, but between any one of these and 

a fixed standard of perfection. Neverth 'less it is not contrary 

I to the canon to lake a survey of the labors of many artists 

L with reference to one, if we value tlieiii, not according lo the 

I -degree of pleasure we have experienced from them, which 

I must always depend upon our then age, the state of the poa- 

[' uoss and relations with life, but according to the success of the 

L artist in attaining the object he himself had in view. To 

|- oUustrate : In the same room hang two pictnrea, Raphaere 
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Mailoona aiiil Martin's Deslruction of" Ninevi^ 
enlcn, capable of admiriDg both, bat young, excitable; be 191 
delighted with ihe Mftdonoa, but probably far more so with 
the oUier, because hh imagination is at that lime more devel- 
nped tl>an the pure love for beauty which is the chanielerisdc 
of K taste in a higher stale of eultivaliiMi. He prefers the 
Martin, because it excites in liis miod a thousand images of 
mbliinity »nd terror, recalls the brilliancy of Oriental higiory, 
and the stem pomp of the old prophetic day, and rouses hia 
mind to a high stale of action, lAm as congenial with its wants 
aa at a later day would be the feeling of contented absorption, 
of perfect satisfaction with a production of tite hnioan soul, 
which one of Kaphael's calmly beautiful creations is fitted to 
cause. Now, it would be very unfair for this person to pro- 
nouoce the Martin superior to the Raphael, because it then 
gave hiffl more pleasure. But if he said, the one is intended 
to excite the im^nation, the other to gralily the taste, thai 
which fulfils its object most completely roust be the best, 
whether it give me most pleasure or tio ; he would be on the 
right ground, and might consider the two pictures relativelj 
to one another, without danger of straying very far from tba 
truth. 

7%ii is the ground we would assume in a haslj skelolirl 
which will not, we hope, be deemed irrelevant, of the moat 
proroioent essays to which the last sixty years have gjrea 
rise in the department of the wor^ now before us, previous to 
stating our opinion of its meriLs. Many, we are aware, ridi- 
taile the idea of filling reviews with long dfeserlations, and say 
they only want brief accounts of such books as are coming 
ont, by way of saving time. With such we cannot agree. 
We think the office of the reviewer is, indeed, in part, to pmnt 
out to the public attention deserving works, which might 
otherwise slumber too long unknown on the booksellec'c 
Ives, but still more to present to the reader as large • 

isler of objucli round one point as possible, thus, by suggea* 
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tion, Btimuliitiug him to take a broader of- more oareful view 

' of the subject than his indolence or hU business would have 
pcirmitted. 

The terms Classical and Komantic, which have so long 
divided EuropeaD critics, and exercised so powerful an influ- 
ence upon their decisions, are not much linown or heeded 
among us, — as, indeed, beUes-iettrei cannot, generally, in our 
busy slate of things, be important or influential, as among a 
less free and more luxurious people, lo whom the more im- 
portant truths are proffered through those indirect but allur- 
ing mediums. Here, where every thing may be spoken or 
written, and the powers that be, abused without ceremony on 
the very highway, the Muse has nothing Co do with dagger 
or bowl ; hardly is the censor's wand permitted to her hand. 
Tet is her lyre by no means unheeded, and if it is rather by 

, refining our tastes than hy modelling our opinions that she 
ences us, yet is that influence far from unimportant. 
And the time is coming, perhaps in otir dny, we may (if war 
,do not untimely check the national progress) even see and 
temper its beginning, when the broad West shall swarm with 
an active, happy, and cultivated population ; when the South, 
freed from the incubus which now oppresses her best energies, 

I shall be able to do justice to the resources of her soil and of 
mind ; when the East, gathering from every breeze the 

1 riches of the old world, shall be the unwearied and loving 

I agent to those regions which lie fai" away from the great deep, 
r bulwark and our minister. Then will the division of 

r bbor be more complete ; then will a surplus of talent he 
spared &om the mart, the forum, and the pulpit; then will 
the fine arts asaume their proper dignity, as the expression of 

' what is highest and most ethereal in the mind of a people. 

' Then will our quarries be thoroughly explored, and furnish 
malerials for stsitely fuhries to adijrn the fiice of all the land, 

L. while our ports sliall be ei'owded with foreign artists flocking 

fto take lessons in the aehool of American arcliileclurei 
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Then will oiir floral treasurea be arranged into liarmoniona 
gardens, which, environing (Ai^teliil homes, shall dimple all the 
landscape. Then will our AlUtons and our Grcenougba pre- 
side over great academies, and be laised far itbove any need, 
except of giving outward form to the beautifnl ideiid which 
animate tliem ; and ornament from the exhauslless stores of 
genioa the marble halls where the people meet to rejoice, or 
lo mourn, or whtre dwc-U those wise and good whom the peo- 
ple delight to honor. Then shall music answer to and ei^alt 
the national spirit, and the poet's brows shall be graced with 
the civic m well aa the myrtle crown. Then shall we havo 
an American mind, as well as an Ameiican system, and, no 
longer under the sad necessity of exchanging money for 
thoughts, traffic on perfectly equal terms with the other hem- 
isphere. Then — ah, not yet ! — shall our literature make 
its own laws, and give its own watchwords ; till then we 
must learn and borrow from that of nations wlio possess a 
higher degree of cultivation though a much lower one of 
happiness. 

The term Classical, used in its narrow sense, implies a Ber 
vile adherence to the Unities, but in its wide and best aenee, 
it means such a simplicity of plan, selection of actors and 
events, such judicious limitations on time and range of subject, 
aa may eonceatrate the interest, perfect the illusion, and make 
the impression most distinct and forcible. Although no advo- 
cates for the old French school, with its slavish obedience to 
rule, which introduces follies greater than those it would guard 
against, we lay the blame, not on their view of the drama, 
but on the then bigoted nationality of the French mtnd, which 
converted the Mussulman prophet into a De Retz, the Roman 
princess into a French grisetle, and iiifecied the clear and 
buoyant atmosphere of Greece with the vapors of the Seine, 
We speak of the old French Drama: with the modern we do 
not iirofe.<s lo bu .acquainted, having met with scarcely any 
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^^M been revolutionised with the rest of their literature, it ia 
^^1 probably as unlike as possible to the former models. 
^^K We shall apeak of productions in the classical spirit first ; 

^^m because Mr. Taylor is a disciple of the other school, though 
^^M otherwise we should have adopted a contraiy course. 
^^H The most perfect specimens of this slyle wilh which we 

^^B are acquainted are the Filippo, the Saul, and the Myrrha of 
^M Alhei-i ; the Wallenstein of Schiller ; the Tasso and ihe Iph- 
^^H igenia of Gcethe. England furnishes nothing of the sort. 
^^B She is thoroughly Shakspenrian. 

^^^ There is no higher pleasure than to Bee a genius of a wild, 

^H impassioned, many-sided eagerness, restraining its exuberance 
by its sense of litness, taming its extravagance beneath the 
rule its taste approves, exhibiting the soul within soul, and 
the force of the will over all that we inherit. The ahandon 
of genius has its beauty — far more beautiful its voluntary 
submission to wise law. A picture, a description, has beauty, 
the beauty of life ; these pictures, these descriptions, arranged 
upon a plan, made subservient to a purpose, have a higher 
beauty — that of the mind of man acting upon hfe. Art is 
nature, but nature new-modelled, condensed, and harmonized. 
"We are not merely like mirrors, to retiect our own limes to 
those more distant. The mind has a light of its own, and by 
it illumines what it re-creates. 

This is the ground of" our preference for Ihe classical school, 
and for Alfieri beyond all pupils of that school. We hold that 
if a vagrant bud of poesy here and there he blighted by con- 
forming to its rules, our loss is more than made up to us by 
our enjoyment of plan, of symmetry, of the triumph of genius 
over multipUed obstacles. 

It has been ofteit said that the dramas of Alfleri contrast 
directly with his character. This is, perhaps, not true ; we 
do but see the depths of that volcano wliich in early days 
iMiiled over so fiercely. The wild, infiitunted yonlh often 
bi-coinvn llii-- sli-in, pitiless old mini. Altiuii did but bend 
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his sui'plus strength upon literature, and became a despol to 
[lis own haaghty spirit, instead of domineering over ihoue of 
others. 

We hare selected his three masCerpiecea, though he, to 
himself an inexorable ciidc, has shown no indulgence to his 
own works, and (he least successful of those which remain to 
us, Maria Stuarda, is marked by (treat excellence. 

Filippo has been so ably depicted in a work now well 
known, " Carlyle's Life of Schiller," that we need not dwell 
upon it. All the light of the picture, the softer feelings of 
the hapless Carlos and Elizabeth, is so cast, as to make more 
visible the awing darkness of the tyrant's perverted mind, 
deadened to all virtue by a false religion, cold and hopeless 
as the dungeons of his own Inquisition, and relentless as 
de<(th. Forced by the magic wand of genius into the stifling 
precincts of ibis mind, horror-struck that we must sympathize 
with such a stale as possible to humanity, we rush from the 
contemplation of the picture, and would gkidly curtain it over 
in our hall of imagery forevei'. Yet stigmatize not our poet 
an a dark master, courting the shade, and haling the glad 
lights which love and hope cist upon human nature. The 
drama has a holy meaning, a [latriot moral, and we, above 
all, should revet^nce him, the aristocrat by birth, by educa- 
tion, and by tastes, whose love of liberty could lead him to 
such conclusions. 

In " Saul," a bright rainbow rises, by the aid of the Snn at 
Righteousness, above the commotion of the tempesL David, 
the faithful, the hopeful, combining the asthetic culture, the 
winged inspiration of the poet with ihe noble pride of Israefst 
chosen warrior, contrasts finely wiih the untbnunale Sanl, his 
mind darkened and convulsed by jealousy, vain regrets, and 
fear of the God he has forgotten how to love. The other 
lbi«e actors shade in the picture without attracting our alien- 

n from the two principal personages. The Hebrew spirit 
s through the whole. The beauty of the lyric effu. 
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siong ia so generally felt, that li 
only observe that in them Alfieri's islyle, usually so severe, 
becomes flexible, melodious, and glowing ; thus we may easily 
perceive what he might liave done, had not the BimpMcity of 
his genius disdained the foreign aid of ornament upon itg 
Doric proportions. 

Slyrrha is, however, the highest esertion of his genius. 
The remoteness of time and manners, the subject, at ooce bo 
hackneyed and so revolting, these great obstacles he seizes 
with giant grasp, acd moulds them Ut his pui-pose. Our 
Bouls are shaken to the foundation ; all every-day barriers fall 
with the great convulsion of passion. We sorrow, we sicken, 
we die with the miserable girl, so pure un^er her involuntary 
crime of feeling, pursued by a malignant deity in her soul's 
most sacred recesses, torn from all communion with humanity, 
and the virtue she was framed to adore. The perftction of 
plan, the matcbless skill with which every circumstance is 
brought out! The agonizing rapidity with which her misery 
"va camminando al fine"! No! never was higher trapc 
power exhibited ; never were love, terror, pity, fused into a 
more penetrating draught ! Myri'ha is a favorite acting-play 
ID Italy — a fact inconceivable to an English or American 
mind; for (to say nothing of other objections) we should 
think such excess of emotion unbearable. But in those me- 
ridian climes they di-ink deep draughts of passion too fre- 
quently to taste them as we do. 

We pass to works of far inferior power, but of greater 
beauty. We have selected Iphigenia and Tasso as the most 
finished results of their author's mature views of art. On his 
plays in the Romantic style, we shall touch in another place. 
If any one ask why we do not class Faust with either, wo 
reply, that is a work without a parallel ; one of those few 
originals which have their laws within themselves, and should 
always be discussed singly. 

The unity of plan in Iphigenia is perfect. There is one 
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pervading idea. The purity of Iphigenia';! luind must b« 
kept unsullied, that she may be a fit intertM^ssor lo the goda 
in behalf of her polluted family. G<Blhe, in his travels thniugh 
Italy, saw a picture of ft youthful Christian saint — Agatha, 
we think ; struck by the radiant purity of her expresigion, he 
resolved hia heathen prieateas should not have one thought 
which could revolt the saint of the true rehgion. Thi^ idea 
is wonderfully preserved throughout a drama so classic in its 
coloring and manners. The happiest development of char- 
acter, an interest in the denouement which is only so far tem- 
pered by our trust in the lovely heroine, as to permit ua to 
enjoy all the miouier beauties on our nay, (this the breath- 
less interest of Alfieri's dramas hardly allows, on a fourth or 
fifih reading,) exquisite descriptive louchps, and expressions 
of sentiment, unequalled softness and harmony of style, dis- 
tinguish a drama not to be surpassed in its own depnrtmenL 
Torquato Tasso • is of inferior general, but greater particalai 
beauty. The two worldly, the two higher characters, with 
that of Alphonso halting between, are shaded with equal del- 
icacy and distinctness. The inward-turning imagination of 
the ill-fated bard, and the fantastic tricks it plays with life, 
are painted as only a pout's soul of equal depth, of greater 
versatility, could have painted them. In analysis of the pas- 
sions, and eloquent descriptions of their more hidden work- 
ings, some parts may vie with Rousseau ; while several effu- 
sions of feeling are worthy of Tasso's own lyre, with its 
" breaking heartstring's tone." The conduct of the piece 
being in perfect accordance with the plan, gives the sat- 
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time and interest; the hitter espiecioliy U entire, notwitb- 
itanding the many actors and side-auenes wlik'b nre intro- 
duced. Numberless touclies of nature arrest our attention, 
brigbt lights are flashed across many cbaracters, hut our 
interest, raomently increasing, is for Wftllenstein — I'or the 
perversion, the danger, the ruin of Ibat monarch soul, that fall- 
ins; Bon of the morning. Even that we feel in Max, with his 
celestial bloom of heart, in Tbekla's sweet trustfulness, is 
Bubsidiarj'. This work, generally known to the reader tliro'igh 
Mr. Coleridge's translation, affords an imperfect illustration 
of our meaning. Miss Baillie's pla<rs on the passions hold a 
middle place. Unity of purpose there ia — no unity of plan 
or conduct- Bold, fine outline — very bad coloring. Pro- 
found, beautifuily-expreased reflections on the passions — utter 
want of skill in showing them out ; a thorough feeling, indeed, 
of the elements of tragedy, — had but the vitalizing energy 
bften added. Her plays are failui'es; but since she has given 
us nothing else, we cannot but rejoice in having these. 'Tis 
great pity that the authoress of De Monlfort and Basil should 
not iiave mtempled a narrative poem. 

Coleridge and Byron are signal instances how peculiar ie 
the kind of talent required for the drama; cue a philoso- 
pher, both men of great genius and uncommon mastery over 
language, both conversant with each side of human nature, 
both considering the drama in its true light as one of the 
highest departments of literature, both utterly wanting in sim- 
plicity, pathos, trutb of passion and liveliness of action — in 
that thrilling ullerauce of heart to heart, whose absence here, 
DO other excellence can atoue for. Of Maturin and Kaowles 
we do not speak, because theirs, though very good acting 
plays, are not, like Mr, Taylor's, written for the closet j of 
Hilman, because not sufficiently acquainted with his plays. 
"We would here pay a tribute to our countryman Hillbouse, 
whose Hadad, read at a very early age, we remember with 
much delight. Probably our judgment now might be difier- 
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eat ; but a vcork ^vhicll could make eo deep an impi-eBSioD OD 
anj age, must have genius. We are soriy we have 
since met it in any librarj or parlor, and are not competent 
lo speak of it more particulnrly. 

It will be seen that Mr. Taylor has not attempted the sort 
of dramatic poetry which we coDEider the higbest, but has 
labored in that whicb the great wizard of Avon adopted, 
because it lay nearest at band to clothe his spelle withal, and 
consecrated it, with, his world-embracing genius, to the (in 
.onr judgment) no small detriment of his country's ta«te. 
Having thus declared that we cannot grant him our very 
highest meed of admiration, (though we will not say that he 
might not win it if he made tlie essay,) we hapten to meet 
him on hia own ground. " Dramatica Poesis est veluti His- 
toria speolahilis," is his motto, taken from Bacon, who formed 
Ilia taste on Sliakspeare. We would here mention that 
Goethe's earlier worits, Goatz von Berlichingeti and Egmont 
are of this school — brilliiint fragments of past days, ballads 
acted out, historical scenes and personages clustered round a 
hero ; and we have seen tliat his ripened taste preferred the 
form of Iphigenia and Tas^o. 

We cannot too strongly eipreas our approbation of the 
opinion? maintained in his thort preface to this work. We 
rejoice to see a leader coming forward who is likely to 
un-Hemansize and un-Cornwaliize literature. We too bare 
been sick, we too have been intoxicated with words till we 
could hardly appreciate thoughts ; perhaps our present writ- 
ing shows Irncea of this Lower-Empire taste ; but we have 
sense enough left lo welcome the English Phoeion,who would 
i-egeoerate public feeling. The candor and modest dignity 
with which' these opinions are offered charm us. The re- 
marks upon Shelley, whom we have loved, and do slill love 
passing well, brought truth home to us in a definite shape. 
1 regard to the lowiiosa of Loi'd Byron's standard of 
acter, every thing indeed lias been said which coold b& 
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fbnt not. as Sir. Taylor has said it ; and we ofiinf 
refined and gentle remarks will find their way to ( 
have always been deaf to the harsh sarcasma unse 
wit, which have been current on this topic. 
Our author too, notwithstanding his modest caveat, has 
acted upon his principles, and furnished a fordbte illustration 
of their justice. For dignity of sentiment, for simplicity of 
manner, for truth lo life, never inlringing upon respect for 
tiie ideal, wo look to such a ci-itic, and we are not disap- 
pointed. 
The scene is laid in Ghent, in the fourteenth century. The 
Flemish mobocracy are brought before us with a fidelity and 
animation surpassing those displayed in Egmont. Their bar- 
barism, and the dissimilar, but not inferior barbarism of their 
would-be lords, the bold, bad men, the shameless crime and 
brainless tumult of those days, live before ns. Amid the^e 
clashing' I'li-ments moves Philip Van Arlevelde, with the 
presence, not of a god, but of a great man, too superior to 
be shaken, loo wise to be shocked by their rude jarrings. 
He becomes the leader of his people, and despite pestilence, 
1 untutored passions, he leads th^m on 



famine, and the! 

to victory and power. 

In the second part w 
of glory lo hia dechne. 



e follow Van Artevelde from his zenith 
The tarnishing influence of prosperity 
on his spirit, and ila clear radiance again in adversity, are 
managed as the noble and well-defined conception of the 
character deservea. 

The boy king and his courtly, intriguing counsellors are 
as happily portrayed as Vauclaire and the fierce commonalty 
lie ruled, or resisted with rope or sword, as the case might 
demand. 

The two loves of Van Artevelde are finely imagined, as 

types of the two states of hia character. Both are lovely ; 

the one how elevated! the other how pity-moving in her 

loveliness I On the interlude of Elena we must bo 
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allowed to liiigLT fondly, liiouijli the author's self pondemr. 

We are no longer partial to the machinery of portents and 
presentiments. Wallenstein's were the last we liked, but Van 
Artevelde's make good poetry, and have historical vouchers. 
They remind us of those of Fergus Mac Ivor, 

We shall extract a speech of Van Artevelde's, in which a 
leading idea of the work is expressed. 

Father, — 

So I with the chivalry of Ciiristendom 

I wage my war, — no nation for my friend. 

Yet in each nation having hosts of friends. 

The bondsmen of the world, that (o their lords 

Are bound with chains of iron, unto me 

Are knit by their alfections. Be it so. 

From kings and nobles will I seek no more 

Aid, friendship, or alliance. With the poor 

I make my treaty ; and the heart of man 

Sets the broad seal of its allegiance there, 

And ratifies the compact. Vassals, serfa, 

Ye that are bent with unrequited toil, 

Ye that have whitened in the dungeon's darkness. 

Through years that know not change of night nor day. 

Tatterdemalions, lodgers in the hedge. 

Lean beggars with raw backs, atid rumbling maws, 

Whose poverty was whipped for slarving you, — 

I hail you my auxiliars and alhes. 

The only potentates whose help I crave i 

Kichard of England, thou hast slain Jack Stmw, 

But thou hast lef^ unquenehed the vital spark 

That set Jack Straw on Are. The spirit lives j 

And as when he of Canterbury fell, 

His seat was filled by some no better clerk, 

So shall John Ball, that slew him, he replaced. 
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Fain would we extract Van Artevelde's reply to the French 
envoy — the oration of the dying Van den Boacli in the mar- 
ket-place of Ypres, the last scene between the hero and the 
double-dyed dastard and traitor, Sir Heurant of Hearlee, and 
nany, many more, had we but space enough. 

We hate purposely avoided telling the story, as is usual in 
an article of this kind, because we wish that every one should 
buy and rend Van Artevelde, instead of resting content with 
the canvas side of the carpet. 

A few words more, and we shall conclude these, we fear, 
already too prolonged remarks. We would compare Mr. 
Taylor with the most applauded of living dramatists, the 
Italian Alessandro Manzoni. 

To widi! and accurate historical knowledge, to purity of 
taste, to the greatest elevatian of sentiment, Manzoni unites 
nncummon lyric power, and a beautiful style in the most 
beautiful language of the modem world. The conception 
of both his plays is striking, the detached beauties of thought 
and imagery are many ; but where are the life, the glow, the 
exciting march of action, the thorough display of character 
which charm us in Van Artevelde ? We live at Glient and 
Senlis ; we think of Italy. Van Artevelde dies, — and our 
hearts die with him. When Elena soys, "The body, — O !" 
we could echo that " long, funereal note," and weep as if the 
BUQ of heroic nobleness were quenched from our iwn horizon. 
" Carmagnola, Adelchis die," — we calmly shut ibe book, and 
think how much we have enjoyed iL Man!:oni can deeply 
feel goodness and greatness, but he cannot localize them in 
the contours of life before our eyes. His are capital akelchea, 
poems of a deep meaning, — but this, yes I this is a drama. 

We cannot conclude more fitly, nor inculcate a precept on 
the reader more forcibly, than in Mr. Taylor's own words, 
with a slight alteration : " To eay that I admire him is to 
admit that I owe him much j for admiration is never thrown 
BiWaj npon the mind of him who feels it, except when it is 



140 UFE WITHOUT AND LIFE WITfflN. 

misdirected or blindly indulged. There is perhaps nothing 
which more enlarges or enriches the mind than the disposi- 
tion to lay it genially open to impressions of pleasure, from 
the exercise of every species of talent ; nothing by which it 
is more impoverished than the habit of undue depreciation. 
What is puerile, pusillanimous, or wicked, it can do us no 
good to admire ; but let us admire all that can be admired 
without debasing the dispositions or stultifying the under- 
standing." 



ONITED STATES EXPLORING EXPEDITION. 



Slight as the iDtercoucse beld by the Vojager with the 
a.«th Sea Islands is, his naiTative is always more prized by 
us than those of the missionary and traders, who, though they 
have heller opportunity for full and caDdid observation, rarely 
use it so well, because their minds are biased Wwarda their 
special objects. It is deeply interesting to us to know how 
mucn and how little God has accomplished for the varioos 
nations of the larger portion of the earth, before tliey are 
brougdt into contact with the civilization of Europe and the 
Chrisnan religion. To suppose it so liitle a.i must people do, 
is to impugn the justice of Providence. We see not how any 
one call >iontentedly think that such vast multitudes of living 
souls hail! been left for thousands of years without manifold 
and great lacans of instruction and happiness. To appreciate 
justly how much these have availed them, to know bow far 
tliey are competent to receive new benefits, is essential to the 
pbilanthropia. as a means of aiding them, no less than it is 
important to me philosopher who wishes to see the univerge 
as God made n, not as some men think he oiight to have 
made it. 

The want of uorrect knowledge, and a fair appreciation of 
the uncuhivated man as he stands, is a cause why even the 
good and generous fail to aid him, and contact with Europe 
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civilizaiion connected vrith them. Tlie Ilinrloo, tlie South ■ 
American Indian, who knew their teachers first as powerfiil 
robberii, and found themselves colled upon to yield to violence 
not only their property, personal freedom, and peace, but abo 
the convictions and ideas tliat had been rooted and growing in 
iheir race for ages, could not be otherwise than degraded and 
stupefied by a. change effected through such ^'iole^ce and con- 
vulsion. But not only those who came with fire and sword, 
crying, " Believe or die ; " " Uuderstand or we wiL scourge 
you ; " " Understand and we will only plunder and tyranniee 
over you," — not only these ignorant despots, self-deceivinir 
robbers, have failed to benefit the people they dared esteem 
more savage than themselves, but the worthy and generous 
have failed from want of patience and aa expanded intelli- 
Would you speak to a man? first learn his language. 
Would you have the tree grow ? learn the nature of the soil 
and climate in which you plant it. Better days are coming, 
we do hope, as to these matters — ^days in which the new 
shall be harmonized with the old, rather than violently rent 
asunder from it; when progress shall be accomplished by 
gentle evolution, as the stem of the plant grows up, rather 
than by the blasting of rocks, and blindness or death of the 

The knowledge whiuh can lead to such results must be col- 
lected, as all true knowledge is, from the love of it. In the 
healthy etate of the mind, the state of elastic youth, which 
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Does any shame sdll haunt the age of bronze — a shame, 
the liogering blush of an heroic age, at heing caught in doing 
any thing merely for amusement? Is there a public still 
extant which needs to excuse its delinquencieii by the slory 
of a man who liked to lie on (he sofa all day and read novels, 
though he could, at time of need, write the gravest didactics? 
Live they still, ihoae reverend ecigniors, the objeet of secret 
amilcs to our childish years, who were obliged to apologize 
for midnight oil spent in conning story-books by the " historic 
bearing " of the novel, or the " correct and admirable descrip- 
tions of certain countries, with cUmate, scenery, and manners 
therein contained," wheat, for which tliey, industrious students, 
were willing to winnow bushels of frivolous love-adventures? 
We know not, but inchne to think the world is now given 
over to frivolity so far as to replace by tlie novel the min- 
strel's ballad, the drama, and even those games of agility and 
strength in which it once sought pastime. For, indeed, mere 
pass-time is sometimes needed ; the nursery legend comprised 
a primitive trutJi of (he understanding and the wisdom of na- 
tions in the lines, — 
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We have revei'sed the order of arrangement to suit our 
present purpose. For we, useful reader ! being ourselves 
so far of the useful class as lo be always wanted somewhere, 
have also to fight a pood tight for our amusements, either 
wirh the foils uf excuse, hke tlii.' levereiid seigniors above 
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ivith till' sbai'ji weajmna uf argument, or main- 
tenance of a view of our own without argament, wiijuh we 
U.ke to lie Ilie sharpest weapon of all. 

Thus far do we defer to the claims of the human race, witli 
its myriad of useful errands to be done, that we read most ol' 
r noTels in the long sunny days, wliich call all beings U: 
chirp and nestle, or fly abroad as the birds do, and permit the 
Tery oxen to ruminate gently in the juBt-raown fields. 

On Bucb days it was well, we think, to read " Sybil, or tlte 
Worlds." We have always felt great interest in D'lsra- 
He is one of the many who share the difficulty of our 
wiiich Carlyle says, quoting, we believe, from his Master, 
consists in unlearning the false in order to arrive at the true. 
We think Iheae men, when they have once taken their degree, 
can be of fur greater use to their brethren than those who 
e always kept their instincts unperveried. 
n " Vivian Grey," the young D'lsraeli, an educated Eng- 
lishman, but with the blood of sunnier climea glowing and 
careering in his veins, gave ua the very flower and essence of 
factitious life. That book sparkled and fratlied like cham- 
pagne ; like that, loo, it produced no dull and imbecile state 
l)y ils intoxication, but one witty, genial, spiritual even. A 
deep, soft melancholy thrilled through its gay mockeries ; the 
i glimmered through the painted ma^^k, and a 
nobler ambition was felt beneath the follies of petty success 
and petty vengeance. Still, the chief merit of llie book, as a 
book, was the light and decided touch with which its author 
took up the follies and poesies of the day, and brought them 
all before us. The excellence of the foreign part, with its 
popular superstitions, ils deep passages in the glades of the 
summer woods, and above all, the capital sketch of the prime 
minister with hU original whims and secret history of roman> 
e beyond the appreciation of most readers. 
8 tlien, D'lsraeli has never written any thing to he 
with this first jel uf the founlnin of Li; mind in die 
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aunlight of morning. The " Young Duke " was full of bril- 
liant eketches, and showed a soul Btruggting, bliniled by the 
gaudy mists of fashion, for realities. The " Wondroua Tale 
of Almy " showed great power of conception, thoogh in exe- 
CQlion it is a failure. " IIenri«tta Temple " Mr. Willig, with 
his usual justness of perception, has iMnised, as containing a 
collection of the best love-letters ever written ; and which 
show that excellence, signal and singular among the literary 
tribe, of which D'laraeli never faila, of daring to writ* a thing 
down exactly as it rises in his misd. 

Now he has come to be a leader of Young England, and a 
' rooted plant upon her soil. If the performance of hia prime 
do not entirely correspond with the brilliant lights of ita dawn, 
it is yet aspiring, and with a large kernel of healthy nobleness 
in it. D'Israeli shows now not only tbe heart, but the soul of 
a man. He cares for all men ; he wishes to care wisely for aU. 

" Coningsby " was full of talent, yet its chief interest lay in 
this aspiration after reality, and tbe rich materials taken from 
contemporary life. There Is nothing in it good afler the origi- 
nal manner of D'Israeli, except the sketcliea of Eton, and 
above all, the noble schoolboy's letter. The picture ol' the 
Jew, so elaborately limned, is chiefly valuable as affording 
keys io so many interesting facta. 

" Sybil " is an attempt to do justice to the claims of the la- 
boring classes, and investigate the duties of those in whose 
hands the money is at present, towards the rest. It comes to 
no resnit : it only exhibits some truths in a more striking light 
than heretofore. DT^raeli shows the taint of old prejudice 
in the necessity he felt to marry the daughter of the people to 
one not of the people. Those worthy to be distinguished must 
still have good blood, or rather old blood, for what is called 
good needs now to be renovated from a homelier source. But 
his leaders must have old blood ; the fresh ichor, the direct 
Aow from heaven, is not enough to animate their lives to the 
dcfds now nueded. 
13 
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D'ldi-aeli ia another of those wlio give testimony in behalf 
of our favorite idea that a lending feature of the new era will 
be in new and biglier developments of the feminine character. 
He looks at women as a man does who is truly in love. He 
does not paint ihem well, that is, not with profound fidelity to 
nature. But, ideally, he sees them well, for they are to him 
the inspirers and representatives of what is holy, tender, and 
simply great. 

There are good sketches of the manufacturers at home, not 
ihe overseers, but the real makers. 

Sue is a couguiiial aetivity with D'Israeli, but with clearer 
notions of what he wants. His " De Rohan " is a poor bo(ikj - 
though it contains some things excellent. But it is faulty, — 
even more so than is usual with him, in heavy esag^eratiooB, 
and is less redeemed by brilliant effects, griod schemes, and 
lir-ily strains of feeling. The wish to unmask Louis XJV. 
is defeated by the hatred with which the character inspired 
him, the liberal of the nineteenth century. The Grand 
Monarque was really brutally seldsh and ignorant, as Sue 
represents him ; but then there was a native greatness which 
justified, in some degree, the illusion be diffused, and which 
falsifies all Sue's representation. It is not by an inventory 
of facts or traits that what is most vital in character, and 
which makes its due impression on contemporaries, can be 
apprehended or depicted. '' De Rohan " is worth reading for 
particulars of an interesting period, put together with accuracy 
and with a sense of physiological effects, if not of the spiritual 
realities that they represented. 

" Self, by the Author of Cecil," is one of the worst of a 
paltry class of novels — those which aim at representing the 
very dregs in a social life, now at its lowest ebb. If it h 
produced a sensation, that only shows the poverty of li 
among those who can be interested in it. I have known more I 
life livetl in a day among factory girls, or in a village school, 
than informs these voUunes, with all their great pretensioo 
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J Bud offeuLed vivacity. It is not worth our whili* to rtail liiis 

I -claims of English novels; they are far worse than the Fnnich, 

morally as well as mentally. This has no merits a:3 to [he 

development of character or exposition of motives ; it is li 

poor, external, lifeless thing. 

" Dashes at Life," by N. P. Willis. The life of Mr. Willis 
a loo European for him to have a genera! or permanent tame 
in America. Wb need a life of our own, and a literature of 
wn. Those writers who are dearest to us, and really 
interesting, are those who are at least rooted lo the soiL 
If they are not great enough to he the prophets of the new 
era, they at least exhibit the features of their nctive clime, 
and ihe uompleKion given by its native air. But Mr. Willia 
IB a sou of Europe, and his writings can interest only the 
fashionable world of this country, which, by imitating Europe, 
&ils entirely of a genius, grace, and invention of its own. 
Still, in their way. (hey are excellent. They are most lively 
pictures, showing iie fine natural organization of the writer, 
on whom none, the slightest symptom of what he is looking 
for, is thrown away : sparkling with bold, light wit, succinct, 
and colored with glow, and for a full light. Some of them 
were new to us, and we read them through, mis'-ing none of 
the woivls, and laughed with a full heart, and without one 
grain of complaisance, which is much, very much, to say in 
these days. We said these sketches would not have a perma- 
nent fame, and yet we may he wrong. The new, full, onginal, 
radiant, American life may receive them as an heirloom 
from this transition state we are in now, and future generations 
may stare at the mongrel products of Saratoga, and maidens 
still laugh till they cry at the " Letter of Jane S. to her Spirit- 
Bridegroom," 

All these story-books show, even to the languor of the hot- 
test day, the solemn signs of revolutioD. Life has become too 
factitious ; it has no longer a lug led to stand upon, and c;m- 
not be carried muehferther in this way. England — ah! who 
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1 i-esi«t visions of phalmaleries in every park, and tbs 

8 of art turned into public galleries for the use of 
artificers who will no longer be unwashed, but raised and 
educated by the refinements of sntficient leisure, and the in- 
Btructions of genius. EngUnd most glide, or totter, or fait 
into revolution ; there is not room for such selii«h elves, 
and unique young dukes, in a country so crowded with nreit, 
and with thoK who ought to be women, and are [onied ioto 
work-tools. There are very impressive hints on this last topic 
in " Sybil, or the Two Worlds," (of the rich and poor,} Grod 
has time to remember the design with which he made IbW 
wcaid also. 



1 



SHELLEY'S POEMS.* 



We are very glad to see this handsome copy of Shelley 
ready for those who have loog been vainly inquiring at all the 
bookstores for such a one. 

In Europe the fame of Shelley has risen superior to the 
elouds that darkened its earlier days, hiding his true imag« 
from his fellow-men and from his own sad eyes oftentimes 
the common light of day Aa a thinker, men have learned 
to pardon what ihey consider errors in opinion for the sake 
of singular nobleness, purity, and love in his main tendency or 
spirit. As a poet, the many faults of his works having been 
acknowledged, there are room and place to admire his far more 
numerous and exquisite beauties. 

The heart of the man, few, who have hearts of their own, 
refnse to reverence, and many, even of devoutest Christians, 
would not refuse the book which contains Queen Mab as a 
Christmas gift. For it has been recognized that the founder 
of the Christian church would liave suffered one to come 
unto him, who was in faith and love so truly what he songiil 
in a disciple, without regard to the form his doctrine assumed. 

The qualities of his poetry have often been analyzed, and 
the severer critics, impatient of his exuberance, or unable to 
ttse their accustomed spectacles in the golden mist that brocnk 
over all he has done, deny him high honors ; but the soul of 
aspiring youth, untrammelled by the canons of taste, and un- 
tamed by scholarly discipline, swells into rapture at hia lyric 
liuds ambrosial refresliment from his plenieoua 
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fancieif, catches Sre at his daring thought, and melt^ into 
boundless weeping at his tender sadness — the sadness of a 
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saw." Dot Shelley seemed to us 
Bought in the sympathies and desires of instinctive life, a light 
of dawn, and a foreshowing of the weathtr of this day. 

When still in childish years, the " Hymn to IntuUeetual 
Beauty " fell in our way. In a green meadow, skirted by a 
rich wood, watered by a lovely rivulet, made picturesque by 
a mill a little farther down, sat a party of young persons . 
gayer than, and almost as inventive, as those that told the tales 
recorded by Boctaccio. They were passing a few days 
scene of deep seclusion, there uncared for by tutor or duenna, 
and with no bar of routine to check the pranks of their gay, 
childish fancies. ^Every day they assumed parts which through 
the waking hours must be acted out. One day it w 
characters in one of Bichardson's novels ; and most solemnly 
we "my deared" each other with richest brocade of affa,bility, 
and interchanged in long, stiff phrase our sentimental secrets 
and prim opinions. But to-dny we sought relief in person- 
ating birds or insects ; and now it was the Libellula who, tired 
of wild flitting and darting, rested on the grassy bank and 
read aloud the " Hymn to Intellectual Beauly," lorn by 
chance from the leaf of a foreign magazine. 

It was one of those chances which we ever remember a 
the interposition of some good angel in our fate, Solemt 
tears miirked the change of mood in our little jiarty and with 
the words 

" Hbto I not kept my vow 1 " 
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[ began a chain of tUouglild wliose golden links slill bind (he 
years together. 

Two or three years passed. Tlie frosty Cliriatmaa Beason 
le ; the trees cracked with their splendid burden of ice, the 
old wooden country house was banked up with high drifts of the 
, beautiful anow, and the Libellula became the owner of Shel- 
ley's Poems. It was Iier Christmas gift, and for three days 
and three nights she ceased not to extract its sweets ; and how 
jkmiliar still in memory every object seen from the chair in 
which she sat enchanted during those three days, memorable 
to her as those of July to the French nation I The fire, the 
position of the lamp, the variegated shadows of thut alcoved 
room, the bright stars up to which she looked with such afeel- 
ing of congeniality from the contemplation of this staiiy soul, 
— 0, could but a DeQuincey describe those days in which Ihe 
bridge between the real and ideal rose unbroken ! He would 
not do it, though, as Suspiria de ProfundU, but as sighs of 
joy upon the mountain height. 

The poems we read then are what every one still reads, the 
"Julian and Maddalo," with its profound revelations of the 
inward life ; *' Alastor," the soul sweeping like a breeze 
through nature; and some of the minor poems. "Queen 
Jlab," the '"Prometheus," and other more formal works we 
have not been able to read much. It was not when he tried 
to express opinions which the wrongs of the world had put 
into his head, but when he abandoned himself to the feelings 
which nature had implanted in his own breast, that Shelley 
seemed to us so full of inspiration, and it is so still. 

In reply to all that can be ui-ged against him by people of 
whom we do not wish to speak ill, — for surely " they know not 
what they do," — we are wont simply to refer to the fact that he 
was the only man who redeemed the human race from suspicion 
to the embittered soul of Byron. " Why," said Byron, " he is a 
man who would willingly die for others. I am sure qftl." 

Yes ! balance that against all tlie ill you can think of him 
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that he was a. man able to live wretched for the. sake of speak- 
ing sincerely what he supposed to be truth, willing to die for 
the good of his fellows I 

Mr. Foster has spoken well of him as a man: "Of Shel- 
ley's personal character it is enough to siij that it was wholly 
pervaded by the same unbounded and unquestioning love for 
his fellow-men — the same holy and fervid hope in their ulti- 
mate virtue and happiness — the same scorn of buseness and 
hatred of oppression — which beam forth in all his writings 
with a pure and constant li^jht. The theory which he wrote 
was the practice which his whole Ufe exemplified. Noble, 
kind, generous, passionate, ten<)er, with a courage greater tbac 
the courage of the chief of warriors, for it could endure—' 
these were the qualities in which his life was embalmed." 



We are right glad to see this beloved stranger domeaticQled 
■mong us. Yet there are queer little circumstances that 
lierald the iatroduction. The poet is a barrisler at law! — 
Weil ! it is always worthy of note when a man is not hindered 
by study of liuman law from knowledge of divine ; which 
lost is all that concerns the poet. Then the preface lo the 
American edition closes with this discreet remark : " It is 
perfectly safe to pronounce it (the poem) one of the most 
powerful and splendid productions of the age." Dear New 
England ! how purely that was worthy thee, region where the 
tyranny of public opinimi is carried to a perfection of minute 
Bcrutiny beyond what it ever was before in any age or place, 
though the ostracism be administered with the mildness and 
refinement fit for this age. Dear New England ! yes ! it is 
safe to say that the poem is good; whatever Mrs. Grundy 
may think, she will not have it burned by the hangman if it is 
not But it may not be ducre'et, because she can, if the sees 
fit, exile its presence from bookstores, libraries, centre tables, 
find all mentioD of ibt existence tram lips polite, and of thine 
also, who hast dared to praise it, on peril of tui'ning ali sur- 
rounding eyes to lead by its utterance. This kind of gentle 
escommunication thou raayst not be prepared to endure, O 
preface- writer ! And we should greatly fear that tbou wert 
deceived in thy fond security, for " Festus " is a bold book — 
in respect of freedom of words, a boldest book — also it re- 
veals the solitudes of hearts with unexampled sinceri^, and 

" Festus; A t-oem. ■tj i-tiilip Jamea Bailey. Firal AmerioBn edition. 



LIFE WTTHOn- ASD UFE WITaiS. 



remorseless}^ lars bare liuman nalnre in it^ naked truth — 
Init for the ibcology of ibe book. That may save it, an*I 
none tbe less for all it sbowg of the depravi^ of human 
tore. It is tlirougb many pages and leaves what b techni- 
cally praised as ■■ a Berious book." A friend went into a 
book^ore to select presents for persons with whom she wa^ 
about to part, and among other things requested the sbopman 
to ** show her sume serious books in handsome binding." He 
looked into several, and then, struck by passages bere and 
there, offered her the " Letters of Lady M. W. Montague." 
She assuring him that it would not be safe to make use 
of thb work, he offered her a miniature edition of Shak- 
epeare, as "a book containing many excellent things, though 
yon had to wadi: through a great deal of rubbish to get at 

We fear the reader will have to wade througii a great deal of 
■ mbbi^h " in " Festus " before he gets at the theology. How- 
e it is, in sufficient quantities to give dignity to any 
book. In seriousness, it may compete with Pollok's " Coarse 
of Time." In " splendor and power," we feel ourselves safe 
in saying that, as sure as the sun shines, it cannot be outdone 
in ibe English tongue, thus far, short of Milion. So there is 
something for all classes of readers, and we hope it will gel 
to their eyes, albeit Boston books are not likely to be detected 
by all eyes to which they belong. 

To ourselves the theolt^y of this writer, and the consooaa 
design of the poem, have little interest. They seem to as,like 
the color of his skin and bair, the result of tbe cin^umstancea 
under which he was born. Certain opinions came in bis way 
eariy, and became part of the body of his thought. But what 
interests us is not these, but what is deepest, universal — Iha 

il of that body. To ns tbe poem is 
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■nd it is these, the deep experiences and inspirations of tlip 
immortBl man, that eagage us. 

Even the proem shows how large is hia nature — its moal 
careless utterance full of grandeur, its lamest of bold noble- 
ness. This, that truly engages us, he spoke of more forcibly 
when the book first went forth to the world : — 

"Head this, world. He who writes is dead to thee, 
Sut still lives in these leaves. He spake inspired ; 
Night and day, thought came unhelped, undesired, 
Like blood to his heart. The course of study he 
3ugh was of the soul-rack. The degree 
He took was high ; it was wise wretchedness. 
He suffered perfectly, and gained no less 
A prize than, in his own torn heart, to see 
A few bright seeds ; he sowed them, hoped them truth. 
The autumn of that seed is in these pages." 

Sueh is, in our belief, the true theologian, the learner of 
Glod, who docs not presumptuously expect aE this period of 
growth lo bind down all that is to be known of divine things 
in u system, a set of words, but considers that hu is only spell- 
ing the first lines of a work, whose perusal shall last him 
through eternity. Sueh a one is not in a hurry to declare 
that the riddles of Fate and of Time are solved, for he kaowa 
it is not calling them so that will make them so. His soul. 
does not decline the great and persevering labors that are to 
develop its energies. He has faith to study day by day. 
Sueh ia the practice of the author of Festus, whenever he is 
truly great. When he shows to us the end and plan of all 
things, we feel (hat he only hides them from us. He speaks 
only his wishes. But when he tells us of what he does really 
know, the moods and aspirntions of fiery youth to which all 
things are made present in foresight and foretaste, — wheo he 
ibows us the temptations of the lonely soul pining for kuowl- 
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edge, bat unslile (o feel the love that alone can bestow il, — 

then he ia truly great, and the strings of life thrill oft«ntiine* 
h> their subliineBt, Eweete«t mudic 

We admire in this author the unsurpassed force and dia- 
tincCnesa with which he casts out single ihoughta and images. 
JEach is thrown before us fresh, deep in ite impress aa if just i 
Buatched from the forge. We admire not less hia vaat flow, 
his sustained flight. His is a riuh and epacious geujus ;* it 
gives lis room ; it is a palace home ; we need not econo- 
miae our joys.; blessed be the royalty that welcomes us so 

In simple transposition of the thouglit from the mind to Ihe 
paper, that wonder, even rarer than perfect, — that is, simple 
expression, through the motions of the body, of the moiions 
of the soul, — we dare to say no writer excels him. Words 
are do veil between us and him, hut a luminous cloud that 
upbears us both together. 

So in touches of nature, in the tones of passion ; he is abso- 
lute. There is nothing better, where it is good ; we have the 
very thing itself. 

We arc told by the critics that he has no ear, and, indeed, 
when we listen for such, we perceive blemishes enough in the 
movement of his line. But we did not perceive it before 
more than, when the .^kilian was telling the secrets of that 
most spirit-like minister of Nature that bloweth where it 
liatelh, and no man can ti'ace it, we should attempt to divide 
the tones and pauses into regular bars, and be disturbed whea 
we could not make a tune. 

England has only two poets now that can be named near 
him : these two are Tennyson and the author of " Phihp Van 
Artevelde." Tennyson is all that Bailey is not in melody and 
voluntary finish, having no less than a Greek moderation ja 
declining all undertakings he is not sure of completing. Tay- 
lor, noble, an earnest seer, a faithful narrator of what he sees, 
firm and aurc, sometimes deep and exquisite, but in energy 
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and grandeur no more than Tennyson In he-, named lieaidt the 
aiitlior of Festus. In inspiration, in propliec}-, iu those flashes 
of Ihe sacred fire which reveal the secret places where Time 
is elaborating the marvels of Nature, he stands alone. It is 
just true what Ebenezer Elliott says, that " Festus contains 
poetry enough to set op fifty poets," — ay I even aucli poets, 
so fur as richness of thought and imagerj' are concerned, as 
the two nohle bards we have named. 

But we need call none less to make him greater, whose 

liberal soul is alive to every shade of beauty, every token of 

nd whose main stress is to seek a soul of good- 

1 things evil. The book is a precious, even a saered 

book, and we could say more of il, had we not years ago 

Vented our enthusiasm when it was in first full flow. 

14 
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We hear muclj lamentation amoo^ good people at the in- 
troduction of so many French nosels among us, corrupting, 
ihey say, our youth by pictures of decrepit vice and prurient 
crime, such as would never, otherwise, be dreamed of here, 
und corrupting it the more that such knowledge is so preco- 
i;iuUB — for the same reason that a hoy may be more deeply 
injured by initiaiion into wickedneii-< than a man, for he is not 
only robbed of hia virtue, but prevented from developing the 
Strength that might restore it. But it is useless to bewail 
;vitable result of the movement of our time. 
Europe must pour her corruptions, no less than her riches, on 
our shores, both in the form of books and of living men. She 
cannot, if she would, check the tide which bears them hither- 
ward ; no defences are passible, on our vast extent of shore, 
that can preclude their ingress. We have exulted in prema- 
ture and hasty growth ; we must brace ourselves to bear the 
evils that ensue. Our only hope lies in rousing, in our own 
lunity, a soul of goodness, a wise aspiration, that shall 
give ns strength to assimilate this unwholesome food to better 
substance, or cast oiF its contaminations. A mighty sea of 
lite swells wilhio our nation, and, if there be, salt enough, 
foreign bodies shall not have power to breed infection 

We have had some opportunity to observe that the worst 
works offered are rejected. On the steamboats we have seen 
vile books, bought by those wlio did not know 
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ftrom the names of their authors what to expect, torn, afler a 
cursory giance at their contents, and scattered to the witida. 
Not even the all hut all-powerful desire to get one's naoaey's 
worth, since it had once been paid, could contend against the 
blu^h of shame that I'ose on the cheek of the reader. 
It would be desirable for our people to know something of 
these writers, and of the position they occupy abroad ; for the 
nature of their circulation, rather tban hs extent; might be 
the guide botb to translator and buyer. The object of the 
first is generally money; of the last, amusement. But the 
merest mercenary might prefer to pass his lime in trans- 
lating a good book, and our imitation of Europe does nob 
yet go so far that the American milliner can be depended 
on to copy any thing from the Parisian grisetle, except 
her cap. 

We have just been reading "Le Pere Goriol," Balzac'a 
most celebrated work ; a remarkable production, lo whieh 
Paris alone, at tbe present day, could have given birth. 

In other of his works, I have admired his skill in giving 
the minute traits of passion, and his intrepidity, not inferior 
to that of Le Sage and Cervantes, in facing the dark side of 
human nature. He reminds one of the Spanish romancers 
in the fearlessness with wliicb he lakes mud into his hands, 
and dips his foot in slime. We cannot endure this when 
done, as by most Frenchmen, with an air of recklessness and 
gayety; but Balzac does it with the stem manliness of a 
Spaniard. 

But the conception of this work is so sublime, that, though 
the details are even more revolting than in his others, you 
can bear it, and would not have missed your walk through 
the Catacombs, though the light of day seems stained after- 
wards with the mould of horror and dismay. 

Balzac, we understand, is one of that wretched class of 
writers who live by the pen. In Paris they count now by 
•housauds. and their leaves fall from the press thick-rustling 
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like the N^ovember forest. I bad beard of cbis claHS not widb I 
out enry, for 1 bad been told pretty tales of the gay pover^ 
of the Frenchman — how he will live in garrete, on dry bread, ( 
salad, and some wine, and spend all bis money on a single I 
good suit of clothes, in which, when the daily labor of copy- 
ing music, correcting the press, or writing poems or norela, is 
over, he sallies forth to enjoy the theatre, the social soiree, of 
the humors of the streets and cafes, as gay, as keenly alive to 
observKtion and enjoyment, as if he were to return to a well- 
stocked table and a cheerful hearth, encompassed by happy 

I thought the intellectual Frenchman, in the extreme of 
want, never sunk into the inert reverie of the lazzaroni, nor 
hid the vulture of famine beneath the mantle of pride with 
the bitter mood of a Spaniard. But Balzac evidently is 
familiar with that which makes the agony of poverty — >itB 

Dirt, confusion, shabby expedients, living lo live, — these 
are what make poverty terrible and odious, and in these Balzan 
would seem to have been steeped to the very lips. 

These French writers possess the art of plunging at once 
m medias res, and Balzac places you, in the twinkling of an 
eye, in one of the lowest boarding-housea of Paris. At flrst 
all is dirt, hubbub, and nnsavory odors ; but from the vapon 
of the caldron evolves a web of many-colored life, of terrible 
pathos, and original humor, not unenlivened by pale goldea 
threads of beauty, which had better never been. 

Ail the characters are excellently drawn : the harpy mis- 
tress of the house; Mile. Miclionnet the spy, and her imbedle 
lover ; Mme. Coutuner, with her purblind strivings after 
virtue, and her real, though meagre respectability ; Vaulrim, 
the disguised galley-slave, with his cynical philosophy and 
Bonaparte character ; and the young students of medicine, 
cheering the dense fog with the scintillations of their wit, a; 
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IBie joyouaness and petulance with which their age meets the 
most adverse circuniBtanceB, at least in France ! 
The connection Letween thie abject poverty and the highesi 
luxury of Parisian life is made naturally by Eugene, con- 
nected to hia misfortune with a noble family, of which hi? 
own is a poor and young branch, studying a profession and 
sighing to live like a duke, and Le Pere. Goriot, who ha? 
Btripped himself of all his wealth for his daughters, who are 
more naturally unnatural than those of Lear. The transitions 
are made with as< much swiftness as a curtain is drawn upon 
the stage, yet with no feeling of abruptness, so skilfully ari 

■ the incidents woven int« one another. 
And be it recorded to the credit of Balzac, that, much as 
he appears to have suffered from the want of wealth, the vices 
which pollute it are represented with as terrible i'orce as those 
of poverty. 

The book affords play for similar powers, and brings a 
similar range of motives into action with Scott's "Forlunes of 
Nigel." If less rich than that work, it is more original, and 
has a force of pencil all its own. 

Insight and a master's hand are admirable throughout ; but 
the product of genius is Le Pere Goriot. And, wonderful to 
relate, this character is as much ennobled, made as poetical 
by abandonment to a single instinct, as others by the force of 
will. Prometheus, chained on his rock, and giving hia heart 
tu the birds of prey for aims so majestic, is scarcely a more 
affecting, a more reverent object, than the rich confectioner 
whose intellect has never been awakene*d at all, except in the 
way of buying and selling, and who gives up his acutenesa 
even there, and commits such unspeakable follies through 
paternal love ; a hUnd love too, nowise superior to that of the 
pelican ! 

Analyze it as you will, see the difference between this and 
the instinct of the artist or the philanthropist, and it produces 
on your mind the same impression of a present divinity. And 
14* 
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scarce any tears (;ould be more sacred than those which cfaok* 
the breath at the death-bed of thix man, who forgot that he 
was a man, to be wholly a fother, this poor, mad, stupid, fether 
Goriot. I know notliiiig in fiction to surpass the terrible, un-- 
pretending pathos of this scene, nor the power with which the 
mistaken benediction given to the two medical students whom 
he takes for his daughters, is redeemed from burlesque. 

The scepticism as to virluB iu this book is fearful, but tba 
love for innocence and beautiful instincts casts a softening tint 
over the gloom. We never saw any thing sweeter or mors 
natural than the letters of the mother and sisters of Eugene, 
when they so deligbifully sent liim the inuni;y of which he 
had been wicked enough to plunder tliera. These tralia of 
domestic life are given with much grace and delicacy of Hen- 



Haw few writers can paiat ahaadon, without running into 
esnggeratioD ! and here the tusk was one of peculiar difficulty. 
It seemed as if the writer were consciuua enough of his power 
to propose to himself the most difficult task he could unde^ 
lake. 

A respectable reviewer in " Les Deux Mondes " would 
wish us to think that there is no life in Paris like what Balzoe 
[>aint8 ; but we can never believe that : evidently it is " too 
true," though we doubt not there is more redemption tbim 
he sees. 

But this book was too much for our nerves, and would be, 
probably, for those of most people accustomed to breathe s 
healthier atmosphere. 

Balzac has been a very fruitfiil writer, and, as he is fond of 
jugglers' tricks of every description, and holds nothing earnest 
or sacred, he is vain of the wonderful celerity with whioh 
Borne of his works, and iliose quite as good as any, liave been 
written. They seem to have been conceived, composed, and 
written down with that degree of speed with which it is pos> 
sible to lay pen to jiaper. Indeed, we think he cannot bs 
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riuipiuied in rhe ready and sustained com maud of bis resource*. 
His almost uneijuailed quickness tind lidelitj of eye, both ae 
to the disposition of external objects, and the ^ymptoras of 
human passion, combined with a strong memory, have filled 
hia mind with materials, and we doubt not that if bis thoughts 
could be put into writing with the swiftness of thought, he 
would give us one of his novek every week in the year. 
Here end our pi'aiees of Balzac ; what he i^, as n man, in 
daily life, we knuiv not. He must oi'iginally have had a heart, 
9r he could not read so well the hearts of others ; perhaps 
there are still private ties that touch him. But as a writer, 
never was the modem Mepbistopbeles, " the spirit that deni' 
eth," more worthily represented than by Balzac. 

He combinex the spirit of the man of science with that of 
the amateur collector. He deiighta to analyze, to classify; 
there is no anomaly too monstrous, no specimen too revolt- 
ing, to insure his ardent hut passionless scrutiny. But then 
he has taste and judgment to know what is fair, rare, and 
exquisite. He takes up such an object carefully, and puts it 
in a good light. But he has no hatred for what is loathsomej 
no contempt for what is base, no love for what is lovely, no 
faith in what is noble. To him there is no virtue and no 
vice ; men and women are more or less finely organized ; no- 
ble and tender conduct is more agreeable than the reverse, 
because it argues belter health ; that is all. 

Nor is this from an intellectual calmness, nor fi-om an unu- 
sual power of analyzing motives, and penetrating delusions 
merely; neither is it mere indifference. There is a touch of 
the demon, also, in Balzac, the cold but gayly familiar demon ; 
and the smile of the amateur yields easily to a sneer, as he 
delights to show you ou what foul juices the fair flower was 
fed. He is a thorough and willing materialist. The trance 
of religion is coiigeslion of the brain ; tlie joy of the poet the 
thrilling of the blood in the rapture of sense; and every 
good not only rises from, but hastens back into, the jaws oC 
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;ness ; a rainbow arch above a pestilential 

force and fuloess of talent, never 
gion of genius. For genius is, in 
d cannot exist where there 
Neither can he have a per- 
which ia not thoroughly corrupt, 
e might for a while stagger an ingenuous mind-which had 
>t yet thought for itself. But thiH could ml last. His un- 
belief makes his thought too shallow. He has not that power 
which a mind, only in pari sophisticated, may retain, where 
the heart still beats warmly, though it sometimes beats amiss. 
"Write, paint, argue, as you will, where there ia a sound spot 
in any liunian being, he cannot be mnde to believe (hat this 
present bodily frame is more than a temporary condition of 
his bting, though one to which he may have become sliame- 
fully enslaved by fiiuit of inheritance, education, or his own 

Taken in his own way, we know no modern tragedies more 
powerful than Balzac's " Eugenie Grandel," " Sweet Pea," 
"Search after t!ie Absolute," "Father Goriot." See there 
goodness, aspiration, the loveliest instincts, stiHed, strangled 
by fate, in the form of our own brute nature. The fate of the 
ancient Prometheus was happiness to that of these, who must 
pay, for eier having believed there was divine fire in heaven, 
by agonies of despair, and conscious degradation, unknown to 
those who began by believing man to be the most richly 
endowed of brutes — no more I 

BaJiac is admirable in his description of look, tone, gesture. 
He has a keen sense of whatever is peculiar to the individual. 
Nothing in modem romance surpasses the death -scene of 
Father Goriot, the Parisian Lear, in the almost immortal life 
wilh which the parental instincts are displayed. And with 
equal precision and delicacy of shading he will paint the 
■lightest by-play in the manners of some young girl. 
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Ir " Seraphitua " ia merely a apeciinen of hie grc&t powers ot 
Intellectual tmiis position. Amid his delight at the botanical 
riches of the new and elevated region in which be ia travellings 
we catch, if onlj by echo, the hem and chuckle of the Flinch 
materialisL 

No more of him ! — We leave him to his suicidal work. 

It is cheering to know bow great is the intluence such a 
writer aa Sue exerts, from bis energy of feeling on some sub- 
jects of moral ioterest. It is true that he ha^ also much taleot 
and a various experience of life; but writers who far surpass 
him here, as we think Balzac does, wanting this heart of 
faith, have no influence, except merely on the tastes of their 
readers. 

We observe, in a late notice of Sue, that he began to write 
at quite mature age, at the suggestion of a friend. We should 
tbiok it was so ; that be was by nature intended for a prac- 
tical man, rather than a writer. He paints all his characters 
from the practical point of view. 

As an observer, when free from exaggeration, be has aa 
good an eye as Balzac, but be is far more rarely thus free, 
for, in temperament, he is unequal and sometimes muddy. 
But then he has the heart and faith that Balzac wants, yet ia 
less enslaved by emotion than Sand ; therefore he has made 
more im[)ression on his' time and place than either. We refer 
now lo his later works ; though his earlier show much talent, 
yet his progress, both as a writer and thinker, has been so 
considerable that those of the last few years entirely eclipse 
his earlier essays. 

These latter works are the " Mysteries of Paris," " Matilda," 
and the " Wandering Jew," which is now in course of publica- 
tion. In these, he has begun, and is continuing, a crusade 
against the evils of a corrupt civilization which are inflicting 
such woes and wrongs upon bis contemporaries. 

Sue, however, does not merely assail, but would build up, 
His anatomy is not intended to injure the corpse, or, like that 
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of Balzac, to entertain the iotellectual merely. Eiiniestljr ho 
hopes to learn from it [lie remedies for disease and the condi- 
tioDs of health. Sue is a SocialtaL He believes he sees the 
means bj- which the heart of mankind mttj be made to beat 
with one greal hope, one love ; and instinct with this thought, 
his lalea of horror are not tragedies. 

This ia the seeret of the deep hitereit he has awakened ii: 
ibi^ country, that he shares a hope which is, half unconscioDsly 
to hei'self, stirring all her veins. It, ia not so warmly out- 
spoken as in other lands, both becaose no such pervasive ills 
as yet call loudly for redress, and because private conserva- 
tism ifl here great, in proportion to the absence of authorized 
despotism. We ai^ not disposed to quarrel with tliis ; it is 
well for the value of new thoughts to be tested by a good deal 
of resistance. Opposition, if it does not preclude free discua- 
eion, is of use in educating men to know what they want. 
Only by intelligent men, exercised by thought and tried in 
virtue, can such measures as Sue proposes be carried out; 
and H'hen such associates present themselves in suiHcieat 
numbers, we have no fear but the cause of association, in its 
grandei- forms, will have fair play in America. 

As a, writer, Sue shows his want of a high kind of imagina- 
tion hy his unshrinking portraiture of physical horrors. We 
do not believe any man could look upon some things he de- 
. Kribes and live. He is very powerful in his description of 
the workings of animal nature ; especially witen he apeaks 
of them in animals merely, they have the simplicity of the 
lower kind with the moi-e full expression of human nature. 
His pictures of women are of rare excellence, and it is obser- 
vable that the more simple and pure the cliaracter is, the mom 
JRStice he does to it. This shows that, whatever his career 
may have been, his heart is nitcontaminated. Men be doed 
not describe so well, and fails entirely when he aims at on« 
grand and simple enon^ for a great moral agent. His con- 
ceptions are strong, but in exccotioa he is too melodrnmatic. 
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Just corapsre Mi " Wandering Jew " with that of Berarigei 

The l&tt(!r t^ && diamonil compared with charcoul. Tlieo, like 
alt those writers who write in Dumbers that come out wetiklj 
or monthly, ho abuses himself and his subject ; he often must ; 
the arrangement is false and mechanical. 

The attitude of Sue U at lliia moment imposing, as he standi, 
pen in hand, — this his only weapon against an innumerable 
host of foes, — the champion of poverty, innocence, and human- 
ity, against superstition, selfishness, and prejudice. When hi* 
works are forgotten, — and for all their strong points and bril- 
liant decorations, they may ere long be forgotten, — still the 
writer's name shall be held in imperishable honor as the 
teacher of the ignorant, the guai'dian of the weak, a true trib- 
une for the people of his own time. 

One of the most uneJtceptionable and attractive writers of 
modern France is De Vigny. His life has been pa^ed in the 
army ; but many years of peuct: have given him time for lit- 
erary culture, while his acquaintance with the traditions of the 
army, from the days of its dramatic acliievemenls under Bona- 
parte, supply the finest materials botii for narrative and re- 
flection. Hh tales are written whh infinite gi'ace, refined 
sensibility, and a dignified view. His treatment of a enhject 
ebows that closeness of grasp and clearness of eight which are 
rarely attained by one who is not athome in active as well as 
thoughtful life. He has much penetration, loo, and has 
touched some of the most delicate springs of human action. 
His works have been written in hours of leisure ; this hsA 
diminished their number, but given him many advantages 
over the thousands of professional wrilera that fill the coffee- 
houses of Paris by day, and its garrets by night. We wish 
ho wei-e mora read here in the original; with him would be 
tbund good French, and the mannei-a, thoughts, and feelinga 
of a cosmopolitan gentleman. 

To sum up this imperfect account of the merits of Ihe^e Novel- 
ists: laee De Viguy,aretiring figure, thcgentleman,ilie solitary 
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thinker, but, in his way, the efficient foe of false hgnor and super- 
Btitioua prtjudice ; Balzac ia the heanleas surgeon, probing tbe 
wounds and dewiribing tbe delirium of suffering men for tile 
amusement of his sluiients ; Sue, a bold and glinering crusader, 
with endless ballads jingling in the silence of the night befoKt 
the battle. Tbey are ail much right and a good deal wrong ; for 
instunee, all who would lay down their lives for the sake of truth, 
yet let tbeir virtuous characters practise stratagems, falsehood, 
and violenee; in fact, do evil for the sake of good. They still 
show this taint of the old regime, and no wonder I La bcUe 
France has worn rouge so long that (he purest raouutaiu tiir 
will not, at once, or soon, restore the natural hues to her com- 
plexion. But they are fine figures, and all ruled by the 
onward sjiirit of the time. Led by that spirit, I see them, 
moving on the troubled waters ; they do not sink, and I trust 
they will find their way to the coasts where the new era will 
introduce new methods, in a spirit of nobler itciivity, wiser 
ce, and holier faith, limn the world lias yet seen. 
"Will Balzac also see that shore, or has he only broken away 
the bars that hindered others from setting soil ? We do not 
When we read an expression of such lovely innocence 
as the letter of the little country maidens to their Parisian 
brother, (in Father Goriut,) we hope ; but presently we see 
T behind the mask, and we fear. Let Frenchmen 
apeak to this question. They know best what disadvantages a 
Frenchman suffers under, and whether it is possible Balzac 
be still alive, except in his eyes. Those, we know, are quite 

To read these, or any foreign works fairly, the reader must 
understand the national circumstances under which they were 
wntten. To use ihem worthily, he must know huw to inter 
pret them for tbe use of the u 
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Man is always trying to get charts and directions for the 
super-sensual element in which be finds himself involuntarily 
moving. Sometimes, indeed, for long periods, a life of con- 
tinual activity in supplying bodily wanlB or warding off bodily 
dangers will make him inattentive to the circumstances of this 
other life. Then, in an interval of leisare, he will start to 
find himself pervaded by the power of this more subtle and 
searching energy, and will turn his thoughti^, with new force, 
to scrutinize its nature and its promises. 

At such times a corps is formed of workmen, furnished 
with various implenienis for the work. Some collect facts 
from which they hope to build uqt a theory ; others propose 
theories by wlioae light they hope to detect valuable facta j a 
large number are engaged in circulating reports of these la- 
bors ; a larger in allempting to prove them invalid and absurd. 
These last are of some use by shivking the canker- worms 
from the trees ; all are of use in elucidating truth. 

Such a course of study has the civilised woi'td been en- 
gaged in for some jrcars back with regard to what is called 
Animal Magnetism. We say the tiivilized world, because, 
though a large portion of the learned and intellectual, to say 
nothing of the thougiitless and the prejudiced, view such re- 
searches as folly, yet we believe that those prescient souls, 
those minds more deeply alive, which are the lite of this 

• Etherology, or the Philoaophy of Mesmeris-ii and PhrcnoloRy : Includ- 
ing s. New Philosnphy of Bleep and of Consdnuaness, with h Reripw of the 
Pretensions of Noiimlog)' and Phreno-MagnatiEiu. By J. Stanley Grimn. 
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aiiJ die pamnU of the oest em, all, more or less, conscioasi; 
or unconsciously, share tbe belief in such an agent sa is un- 
der^tood by the largest dcfinilion of nnimal magnettfim ; thai 
Ls, a mean^ by which influence and thought may be cotnuiuni- 
ntled from one being lo another, independent of the unual 
oi^Dd, and with a completeness and precision rarely attained 
through these. 

For ourselves, since we became conscious at all of our 
Ominection with the two forms of being called the spiritual 
and material, we have perceived the existence of such an 
agent, and should have no doubts on the subject, if we had 
never heard one human voice in correspondent testimony 
with our perceptions. The reality of thia agent we know, 
have tested some of its plienomena, but of its luw and ita 
Analysis find ourselves nearly as ignorant as in earliest child- 
hood. And we must confess that the best writers we have 
read seem to us about equally ignorant. We derive pleoBUFS 
and prafit in very unequal degrees from their statements, in 
proportion to their candor, ctenrne.'ts of perception, severity 
of judgment, and largeness of view. If they possess these 
elements of wisdom, their statements are valuable as affording 
materials ibr the true theory ; but theories proposed by theiA 
sfiecl uf, as yet, only as partially sustained hypotlicses. Too 
many among them are stained by faults which must prevent 
their coming to any valuable results, sanguine haste, jeatouB 
Tonity, a lack of that profound devotion which alone can win 
Truth from her cold welt, careless classification, abrupt gener- 
atiZHtioiis. We see, as yet, no writer great enough for the 
patient investigation, in a spirit liberal yet severely true, 
which the subject demands. We see no man of Shakspearian, 
ITewtonian incapability of deceiving himself or others. 

^>wever, no such man is needed, and we believe that it is 
pure deuiocraey to rejoice that, in this department as in others, 
it ia no longer some one great genius thai concentrates within 
lelf the vital energj of hi* lime. It is many workiug 
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Jtogelbei \lho do the work, TIib waters spring up in every 
direclioii, aa little rilb, each of which performs its pan. We 
■ee a move.mciit correepDnding with this in tlie region of es.act 
science, aikd we have no doubt ihftt in the course of fifiy years 
a new spiritual circulation will be eomprebended aa clearly 
MB the circulation of the blood ia now. 
In metaphysics, in phrenology, in animal magnetism, in 
electricity, in chemistry, the tendency is the same, even when 
eonclusions seem most dissonant. The mind presses nearer 
home to the seat of conseiousneas liie more intimate law aTid 
rule of life, and old limits, become fluid beneath the fire of 
thought. We are learning much, and it will be a grand music, 
that shall be played on this organ of many pipes. 

With regard to Mr. Grimes's hooli, in the Jirst place, we do 
not possess sufficient knowledge of the sobject to criticise it 
thoroughly; and secondly, if we did, it could not be done in 
naiTOW limits. To us his clasaiBcntion is unsatisfactory, his 
theory inadequate, his point of view uncongenial. We disap- 
prove of the spirit in which he criticises other disciples in tliia 
science, who have, we believe, made wme good obserrationa, 
with many failures, though, like himseff, they do not hold 
themselves sufficiently lowly as disciples. For we do not be- 
lieve there is any man, yet, who Is entitled ta give himself the 
air of having taken a degree on this subject. We do not 
want the tone of qnalification or mincing apology. We want 
no mock modesty, but its reality, which is the almost 
attendant on greatness. What a lesson H would be for this 
country if a body of wen could be at work together in that 
harmony which would not fail to ensue on a disinterested love 
of discovering truth, and with that patie 
experiment without which no machine was ever i 
worthy a patent! The most superficial, go-ahead, hil-or-miss 
American kno*va that no machine was ever perfected without 
this patience and exactness ; and let no one hope to ax;hieve 
victories in the realm of min* Bt a cheaper rate than in thai 
nf matter. 
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In epeakiug tbua of Mr. Grimes'a book, we can still cor- 
dially recommend it to the perusal of our readers. Its state- 
ments are full and sincere. The writer haa abilities which 
only need to be used with more thoroughoess and a higher 
aim lo guide him to valuable atCaiumeDls. 

In this connection we will relate a passage from pergonal 
experience, to us powerfully expressive of the nature of this 
higher agent in the intercourse of minds. 

e years ago I went, unexpectedly, into a house where 



it that 



> have attained b 






o the parly, but 



a blind girl, thought a 
ordinary degree of clairvoyai 
bulism. I was not invited there, i 
accompanied a gentleman who was. 

The eomnambulist was in a very happy state. On her lips 
was the satisfied smile, and her features expressed the gentle ele- 
vation incident to the state. At that time I bad never seen any 
one in it, and had formed no image or opinion on the subject. 
I was agreeably impressed by the somnambulist, but on 
listening to the details of her observations on a distant place, 
I thought she had really no vision, but was merely led or im- 
pressed by the mind of the person who held her hand. 

Ai^er a while I was beckoned forward, and my hand 
pven to the blind girl. The latter instantly dropped it with 
an expression of pain, and complained that she should have 
been brought in contact with a person go sick, and suffering 
at that moment under violent nervous headache. This really 
was the ca«e, but no one present could have been aware of iL 

After a while the somnambulist seemed penitent and trou- 
bled. She asked again for mj hand which she had rejected, and, 
while holding it, attempted to magnetize the suiferer. She 
seemed touched by profound pity, spoke most intelligently of 
the disorder of health and its causes, and gave advice, which, 
if foUowed at that time, I have every reason to believe would 
have remedied the ill. 

Not only the persons presenl, but the person advised also, 
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^^B bad no adequate idea then of the extent to which health 
^^H was affected, nor saw fully, till some time after, the justice of 
^^V nhat was said bj the somnambuliaC. There is every reason 
^^m to believe that neither she, nor the persons who had the care 
^^K of her, knew even the name of the person whom she so 
^^M afiticiionateiy wished to help. 

^^M Several years after, in visiting an asylum for the blind, 
^^B I saw this same girl seated there. She was no longer a 
^^^ somnambulist, though, from a nervous disease, very sueccpti' 
^^H ble to magnetic influences. I went to her among a crowd of 
^^V strangers, and shook hands with her as several others had 
done. I then asked, " Do you not not know me?" She an- 
swered, " No," " Do you not remember ever to have met 
. me?" She tried to recollect, but still said, "No." I then 
addressed a few remarks to her about her situation there, but 
she seemed preoccupied, and, while I turned to speak with 
some one else, wrote with a pencil these words, which she gave 
me at parting; — 

" Thf illB that Heaven decrCEs 

Others may explain this as they will ; to me it was a token 
that the aame affinity that had acted befoi'e, gave the same 
knowledge ; for the writer was at the time ill in the same 
way as before. It also seemed to indicate that the somnam- 
bulic trance was only a form of the higher development, the 
sensibility to more subtle influences — in the terms of Mr. 
Grimes, a susceptibility to etherium. The blind girl per- 
liaps never knew who I was, but saw my true state more 
clearly than any other person did, and I hare kept those 
pencilled lines, written in the stiff, round charucler proper 
to the blind, as a talisman of " Credencivenesa," as the book be- 
fore me stylus it, Credulity as the world at large does, and, to 
my own mind, as one of the clews granted, during this earthly 
life, to the mysLeriea of future states of being, and more rapid 
and uomplete modes of intercourse between mind and mind. 
15 • 
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TttB publishers of this interesting and apirited journal 
bare, this year, begun to iasue a weakly paper in addition 
to their former arrangemenL We regret not to have been 
able earlier to take some notice of tlieir prospectus, but an 
outline of it will be new to mo^t of our readers. 

Their journal has hitherto been intended for German read- 
ers in this country, and has been devoted to topics of Euro- 
pean interest, but by tbe addition of the Weekly, it hopes to 
discuss with some fulness those of American interest also ; 
thus becoming " an organ of communication between Ger- 
mans of the old and new home, as to their wants, interests, 
and thoughts," These judicious remarks follow : — 

" The editors do not coincide with those who believe it the 
vocation of the immigrant German, by systematic sepni-ution 
frMU the people who offer liim a new home, by voluntary 
withdrawal from the unaccustomed, and, perhaps, for him 
too vehement stream of their life, in a word, by obatinate 
adhesion to the old, to keep inviolate the stamp of hia 
nation aUty. 

" Bather i^ it their faith that it should be the moat earnest 
desire of the immigrant, not merely to appropriate in form, 
but to deiBTve the rights of a citizen here — rights which we 
confide in the healthy mind of the nation to euntain him in, 
all fanatical oppoiitiou to the contrary notwithstanding. And 
he must deserve them by becoming an American, not merely 



DEDTSCHE SCHNELLPOST. 17i> 

e, but in deed, not merely by assuming claims, but by 
ajipreciating duties. 

" But while we renounce tliis narrow and one-sided isola- 
tion, desiring to integrate ourselves, fairly and truly, with 
the great family that receives ua to its hospitality, we will 
hold so much the more firmly to the higher iraits of our own 
race. We hold to the noble jewel of our native tongue ; the 
memories of our nation's ancient glory; the sympathy with 
its future, as yet only glimmering in the dusk i our old, true, 
I -domefitic manners ) dear inherited cuBtoms, that give to the 
tranquillities of home their sanctily — to the intercourse be- 
tween men a fresh, glad life. 

" So much for our position in general." 

They promise, as to Amerieaa affairs, " to he just as fai' as 
in them lies, and independent, certainly." 

We think the tone of these remarks truly honorable and 
i^ght-minded. It is such a tone that each division of our 
adopted citizens needs to hear from those of their compa- 
tHota able to guide and enlighten them. We do want that 
each nation should preserve what is valuable in its parent 
stock. We want all the elements for the new people of the 
new world. We want the prudence, the honor, the practical 
skill of the English ; the fun, the afTectinnateneas, the gener- 
osity of the Irish; the vivacity, the grace, the quick intelli- 
gence of the French ; the thorough honesty, the rapRcity for 
philosophic view, and deep enthusiasm of the German Bie- 
dermann ; the shrewdness and romance of the Scotch, — but we 
want none of their prejudices. We want the healthy seed to 
develop itself into a different plant in the new climate. Wo 
have reason to hope a new and generous race, whore the 
Italian meets the German, the Swede, the Jew. Let nothing 
he obliterated, but all be regenerated ; let each leader say in 
like manner to tiis band. Apply the old loyally to a study 
of new duties. Examine yourself whether you are worthy 
nf the new rights so freely bestowed upon you, and recognize 
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tliBt onlj intelligent action, and not mere bodily presence, can 
make you really a citizen on any soil. It is a glorious boon 
offered you to be a founder of the new dynasty in the new 
world ; but it would hare been better for you to have died a 
thousand deiiths beneath the factory wheels of Eugland, or 
in the prisons of Russia, than to sell this great privilege for 
selfish or servile ends. Mere each man 1ms before him the 
choice of Eanu — each may defraud a long succession of souls 
of their princely inheritance. 

Do those whose bodies were bom upon this Eoil r^ect 
you, and claim for themselves the name of natives ? Tou 
may be natives, in another eort, for the soul may be re-born 
here. Cast for yourselves a new nativity, and invoke the 
starry influences that do not fail to shine into the life of n good 
man, whose heart is kept open daily to truth in every new 
form, whose heart is strengthened by a desire to do his duty 
valiantly to every brother of the human family. Offer upon 
the soil a libation of worthy feelings in gratitude for the bread 
it so willingly yields you, and it is true that the " healthy mind 
of the nation " cannot long fail to greet you with joy, and hail 
your endowment with civic rights. 

We must think there is a deep root, in fact, for the late 
bitter expressions of prejudice, however unworthy the mode 
of exhibiting thcra, against the foreign element in our popula- 
tion. We want all this new blood, but we want it purified, 
assimilaled, or it will take all form of comeliness from tlie 
growing nation. Our country is a willing foster mother, but 
ber children need wise tutors to prevent; them from playing, 
willingly or unwillingly, the viper's part. 

There is a little poem in the Schnellpost, by Mority Hart- 
tnann, called the " Three," — which would be a forcible appeal, 
if any were needed, in behalf of all who are exiled from their 
native soil. We translate it into prose, and this will not spoil 
it., aa its poetry lies in the situation. 

"In a tavfru of Hungiirv are sitting together Three wbc 
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bsvc taken reruge lliere from atorra and darkne^B — in Hun- 
gary, where (he wind of ciinuce drivea together the childi-en 
of tunny a land. 

"Their eyes'glow with firea of vai'ious light; their locks 
are unlike ia iheir flow; but their hearts — tiieir wounded 
hearts — are urns filled with the tears ot'a common grief. 

" One cries, ' Silent companions I Shall we have no toast 
to cheer our meeting ? I olTer yon one which you cannot 
fail to pledge — Freedom and greatness to the Father- 
land ! 

"'To the fatherland! But 1 am one that knows not 
where ia his | I am a Gypsy ; my fatherland lias in the 
realm of tradition — in the mournful tone of the violin swelled 
by grief and storm. 

" ' I pass musing over heath and moor, and think of my 
painful losses. Yet long since was I weaned {rota desire of 
a home, and think of Egypt but as the cymhal sounds.' 

" The second says, ' This loust of fatherland I will not 
drink ; mine own shame should I pledge. ' For the seed of 
Jacob flies like the dried leaf, and takes no root in the dust 
of slavery.' 

" The lips of the third seem frozen at the edge of his goblet. 
He asks himself in silence, ' Shall / drink to the fatherland ? 
Lives Poland yet, or is all life departed, and am I, like tliese, 
a motherless son ? ' " 

To those and others who, if ihey still had homes, could not 
live there, without starving body and soul, may our land be a 
fatherland ; and may they seek and learn to act as children 
in a father's house ! 

A foreign correspondent of the Schnellpost, having, it 
neems, been reproved by some friends on the safe side of 
the water for the violence of his attack on crowned heads, 
and other dilettanti, defends himself with great spirit, and 
argues his case well from his own point of view. We do not 
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agree with him as to the use of mothoik, but c.innot fail t 
Etympathize in his feeling. 

Anecdotes of Bua^ian proceedings towards delinquenti* ar 
welt associated with one anecdote ijuoled of Peter, who yet 1 
was truly the Great. In a foifign city, seeing the gallows 
he asked the use of that three-cornered thing. Being told, ti 
hang people on, he requested that one might be hung for bim 
directly. Being lold this, unfortunately, could not be done, 
as there was no crimiDal under sentence, he desired thnt one ] 
of his own retinue might be made use of. Probably he did ] 
this with no further thought than the Empress Catharine 1 
bestowed, on having a iihip of the tine blown up, as a model ] 
for the painter who was to adorn her palace with pictures of i 
naval battles. Disregard for human life and human happi- 
ness is not confined to the Ruasian snows, or the eastern heni< 
isphere ; it may be found on every side, thoogh, indeed, iic< 
on a scale so imperial. 
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A LONO expectation is rewarded at last by tlie appearnnce 
[■ of this book. We cannot wonder tbat it should have been 
I loDg, when Mr. Carlyle shows us what a world of i!l-arrnnged 
I and almost worthless materials he has had to wade through 
)re achieving any possibility of order and harmony for his 



The method which he has chosen of letting the letlers and 
' speeches of Cromwell tell the story when possible, only him- 
self doing what is needful to tlirow light where it is most 
wanted and fill up gaps, is an excellent one. Mr. Carlyle, 
indeed, is a most peremptory showman, and with each slide 
of liis magic lantern informs us not only of what is necessary 
to enable u^ to understand it, but how we must look at it, 
under peril of being ranked as "imbeciles," "canting scep- 
tics," " disgusting rose-watar philanthropists," and the like. 
And aware of his power of tacking a nickname or ludicrous 
picture to any one who refuses to obey, we raiglil perhaps feel 
ourselves, if in his neighborhood, under such constraint and 
fear of deadly laughter, as to lose the benefit of having under 
our eye to form our judgment upon the same materials on 
which he formed hie. 

But the ocean separates us, and the showman has his own 
audience of despised victims, or scarce leas despised pupils ; 
and we need not fear to be handed down to posterity as "a 
little gentleman in a gray coat " " shrieking " unutterable " im- 
becilities," or with the like damnatory af&xes, when we profess 
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ttijil, bsTiiig I'cftil tlic book, and read tlie tellers Pnd epeeched i 
thus fur, we cannot submit to the sliowman'a explaoation of 
the lantern, but must, more than ever, stick to the old " Phil- 
istine," " Dilettanie," "Imbecile," and what not view of thtij 
character of CrorowelL 

We all know *lint to Mr. Carlyle grevtaess is well tiigh J 
synonymous wilh virtue, and that he has shown himself a • 
firm behever in Providence bj receiving the men of deetinj ' 
as always entitled to reverence. Sometimes a great euccuGS j 
has followed the portraits painted by hiro in the light of such 1 
faith, as with regard to Mahomet, for instance. The natural ' 
autocrat is his delight, nod in such pictures as tliut of ittfl . 
monk in "Past and Present," where the geniuses of artist 
and subject coincide,' the result is no less delightful for us. 

But Mr. Carlyle reminds us of the man in a certain pariah J 
who had alwiiys looked up to one of its squii-es ns a sec 
and blameless idol, nnd one day in chui'ch, when the minister 1 
asked " all who felt in concern for their souls to rise," looked ' 
to the idol and seeing him retain his seat, (asleep perchance tj) 
sat still also. One of his friends asking him afterwards how 
he could refuse to answer such an appeal, he replied, " 
thought it safest to stay with the squire." 

Mr. Carlyle's squires are all Heaveii's justices of peace or 
war, (usually the latter;) they are beings of true energy and . 
genius, and so far, as he describes them, " genuine men." But 
in doubtful cases, where the doubt is between them and prin- 
ciples, he will insist that the men must he in the li^t. On 
such occasions he favors us w^itb such doctrine as the followa 
ing, which we confess we had the weakness to read with 
"sibylline execration" and extreme disgust. 

Speaking of Cromwell's course in Ireland: — 

" Oliver's proceedings here have been the theme of mi 
loud criticism, sibylline execration, into which it is not 

enter at preseal. We shall give these fifteen letters i 
f hia in a mt^s, and without any commentary whatever. To 



OLIVER CROiSIWELL. 181 

tiiu:-e who tltiiik tbitt a laaA overrun with SEinguiniuy quacka 
CBQ be healed by ejirinkling it with roEe-WHter, Ciiesu ktlera 
must be very borriHe. Terrible surgery this; but is it snr- 
gKTj and judgment, or ali-ocious murder merely ? This is a 
qneslion which should be asked; and answered. Oliver 
Cromwell did belieTe in God'a judgments; and did not be- 
Uave in the rose-waler plan of sui^ery, — which, in fact, is 
this editor's case too ! Every idle lie and piece of empty 
bluster this editor heara, he too, like Oliver, lias to shudder at 
it J has to think, 'Thou, idle bluster, aot true, thou also art 
shutting nran's minds against God's fact; thou wilt issue 
tts a cleft crown to some poor man eome day ; thou also wilt 
have to take shelter in bogs, whither cavulry cannot follow 1' 
But in Oliver's time, as I say, there was still belief in the 
judgments of God; in Oliver's time, there was yet no dis- 
tracted jargon of ' abolishing capital puniahments,' of Jean- 
Jucques philanthropy, and universal rose-water in tills world 
■till so full of sin. JVIen's notion was, not for abolithing pun- 
isfafflenis, but for making laws just. God the Maker's laws, 
tbey considered, had not yet got the punishment abolished 
from them ! Men had a notion that the difference between 
good and evil was still considerable — equal to the difference 
between heaven and hell. It was a true notion, which all 
men yet saw, and felt, in all libres of their existeuee, to be 
true. Only in late decadent genei'ations, fast hastening to- 
ward radical change or final perdition, can such iudiscriminala 
mashing up of good and evil into one universal patent treade, 
and most nnmedical electuary, of Bonsseau sen Omental ism, 
universal pardon and benevolence, with dinner and drink and 
one eheer more, take effect in onr earth. Electuary very 
poisonous, as sweet as it is, and very nauseous ; of which 
Oliver, happier than we, had not y-et heai'd the slightest inti- 
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of Oliver, to him eolema ou the peiilous battle field as voii 
of God, have become lo ua most mournful irhen epoated 
irolh]' cant from Exel«r Hall. The reader has, all aUmg, to 
make etead; allowance for that. And on the wiuiie, clear 
recognition will be difficult for him. To & poor slumberous 
canting age, mumbling to itself every where. Peace, peatsSf 
when there ia no peace, — such a pbenomena as Oliver, ii| 
Ireland or elsewhere, is not the most recognizable in all it« 
meanings. But it wails there for recognition, and can wait 
an age or two. The memory of Obver Cromwell, as I count, 
lias a good many centuries in it yet; and &gns of very vaiied 
complexion to apply to, before all end. Uy reader, in this 
passage and others, shall make of it what be can. 

" But certainly, at lowest, here is a set of military d&- 
Bpatches of the most unexampled nature ! Most rough, un- 
kempt ; shaggy fa the Numidian lion. A style rugged as 
crags; coarse, drossy: yet will) a meaning in it, an energy, 
a depth ; pouring on like a fire torrent; fierean'ial _fire of it 
visible athwart all drosses and defacements ; nut uninteresting' 
loBee! This man has come into distracted Ireland with a 
Grod's truth in the hcail of him, though an unexpected one; 
the first such man they have seen for a great while indeed. 
He carries acts of Parliament, laws of earth and heaven, in 
one hand ; drawn sword in the other. He addresses the be- 
wildered Irish populations, the black ravening coil of sangui- 
nary blustering individuals at Tredah and elsewhere : ' San- 
guinary, blustering individuals, whose word is grown worth- 
less as the barking of dogs ; whose very thought is fal^e, rep- 
resenting no fact, but the contrary of fact — behold, I anf 
come to speak and to do the truth among you. Here are acts 
in Parliament, methods of regulation and veracity, emblems 
the nearest we poor Puritans could make them of God's law- 
book, lo wiiich it is and shall be our perpetual effort to inske 
them correspond nearer and nearer. Obey ilii-m, help us to 
perfect them, be {jeaceable and trim under ihem. it shall he 
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' Well with you. Refuse to obey them, I will not let yoQ con« 
[ tinue living ! As uriiculate speaking veracious orderly men, 
a blustering, murderous kennel of dojTA run rabid, shall 
hia earth. Choose ! ' They chose to disbe- 
~ lieve him ; coulil not underi^tand that he, more limn the others, 
- meant any truth or justice to tbem. They rejected his aum- 
ind terms at Tredab ; he stormed the place ; and, ac- 
5 to his promise, put every man of the garrison to death. 
t His own soldiers are forbidden to plunder, hy paper prodama- 
I tion ; and in ropes of authentic hemp, they are banged when 
they do it. To Wexford garrison, the like terms as at Tre- 
I dab ; and, failing these, the like storm. Here is a man whose 
I TTord represents a thing ! Not bluster this, and false jargon 
I scattering itself to the winds j what this man speaks out of 
[ faim comes to pass as a faet ; speech witii this 'man is accu- 
I lately prophetic of deed. This is the first king's face poor 
I Ireland ever saw ; the first friend's face, liltle a» it recognizes 
Aim — poor Ireland ! " 

Yes, Cromwell had force and sagacity to get that done 
which he had resolved to get done ; and this is the whole truth 
about your admiration, Mr. Carlyle. Accordingly, at Drog- 
heda quoth Cromwell, — 

" I believe we put to sword (be whole number of the defend- 
ants. * * Indeed, being in the heat of action, I forbade 
them to spare any that were in arms in the town ; and I Chink 
that night thty put to the sword about two thousand men, 
divers of the ofiicers and soldiers being fled over the bridge 
into the other part of the town ; and where about one hun- 
dred of them possessed St. Peter's Church, sleeple, &c, 
These, being summoned to yield to mercy, refused. Where- 
npon I ordered the steeple of St. Peter's Church to be fired; 
when one of them was heard to say, in the midst of the Hames, 
God confound me I I bum, I burn ! ' 
" I am persuaded that this is a righteous judgment of God 
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apon these barbarous wretches who have imbrued their bamlaij 
tD so much intjocent blood ; and that it will tend to prereia. J 
the effusion of blood for the future. Which are the sati»fao- 1 
tory grouQiia to such actions, which otherwise cannot but work i 
remorse and regret. • " This hnih been an exceeding ' 
great mercy." 

Certainly one not of the rose-water or treacle kind. Mr. 
Carlyle says such measures " cut lo the heart of the war," 
and brought peace. Was there then no crying of Peace^ 
Peace, when there was no peace ? Ask the Irish peaaantTy 
why they mark that period with the solemn phrase of *' Crom- 
well's Curse ! " 

For ourselves, though aware of the mistakes and wrors ia 
particulars that must occur, we believe the .'vumming up of a 
man's character in the verdict of his time, is likely to be coi 
rect. We beheve that Cromwell wa^ "a curse," as much a 
a blessing, in these acts of his. We believe him ruthless I 
ambitious, half a hypocrite, (few men have courage or want J 
of eoul to bear being wholly so,) and we think it is rather too 
bad to rave at us in our time for cimting, and then hold up 
the prince of caniers for our reverence in his " dimly seen 
nobleness." Dimly, indeed, despite the rhetoric and satire 
of Mr. Carlyle ! 

In previous instances where Mr. Carlyle Las acted out bia 
prede terminations as to the study of a character, we have seea 
eircumslances favor hini,at least sometimes. There were fiae 
moments, fine lights upon the character that he would seize 
upon. But here the facta look just as they always have. He 
indeed ascertains that the Cromwell family were not mere 
brewers or plebeians, hut " substantial gentry," and that there 
is not the least ground for the common notion that Crom- 
well lived at any time a dissolute life. But with the excep- 
tion of these emendations, still the history looks as of old. 
We »ee a man of strong and wise mind, educated by the pres< 
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sure of grent occaaioas to stetton of comiuuitd; we see him 
g ihe i^ligioua garb which was thii custom of the times, 
n preaching to himself as well as to others — for well 
van we imagine that his courage and his pride would have 
Allien without keeping ap the illusion ; but we never see 
Heaven answering his invocations in anj way that can inter- 
fere with the rise of his fortunes or the accomplishment of his 
plans. To ourselves, the tone of these religious Loldings-forth 
is Eufficiently expressive ; they all ring hollow ; we have 
r read any thing of the sort more repulsive to us than 
the letter to Mr. Hammond, which Mr. Carlyle thinks such a 
noble contrast to the impiety of the present time. Indeed, 

fver fi-ora onr surprise at Mr. Carlyle's liking 
these lettiTS ; his predetermination must have been strong 
indeed. Again, ve see Cromwell ruling with the strong arm, 
and carrying the spirit of monarchy to an excess which no 

surpass. Ciomwell, indeed, is wise, and the 
king he had punished with death is foolish ; Charles is faith- 
less, and Cromwell crafty ; we see no other difference. Ci'om- 
well does not, in power, abide by the principles that led him 
to it ; and we can't help — so rose-water imbecile are we I — 
admiring those who do: one Lafayette, for instance — poor 
chevalier so despised by Mr. Carlyle — for abiding by his 
principles, though impracticable, more than Louis Philippe, 
who laid them aside, so far as necessary, " to secure peace to 
the kingdom ; " and to us it looks black for one who kills 
kings to grow to be more kingly than a king. 

The death of Charles I. was a boon to the world, for it 
marked the dawn of a new era, when kings, in common with 
other men, are to be held accountable by God and mankind 
for what they do. Many who took part in this act which did 
reqnire a eourage anil fUith almost unpai'alleled, were, no 
doubt, moved by the noblest sense of duty. We doubt not 
this had its share in the bosom counsels of Cromwell. Bui 
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B cannot sjrapHthize with the apparent Gatisfaction of Hr, 
Carl^le in seeing lilm engaged, two liajs after llie execu- 
I, in marriage treaty for his aon. This seems more ruth- 
l«ssnesg than calmness. One who devoted so manj days to 
public fasting and prayei*, on lesa octiasions, miglit well make 
solemn pause on Ihis. Mr. Carlyle thinks mucli of some 
pleasant domestic letters from Cromwell. What hrigand, 
wliat pirate, fails to have some such soft and light feel- 
ings ? 

In short, we have no time to say all we think ; but we 
stick to the received notions of Old Noll, with liis great, red 
nose, hard heart, long head, nod crafty ambiguities. Nobody 
ever doubted his great abilities and force of will ; neither doubt 
we that he was made an "instrument" just as he professeth. 
But as to looking on liim tlirough Mr. Carlyle's glasses, we 
shall not be sneered or stormed into it, unless he has other 
proof to offer than is shown yet. And we resent the violence 
he otfei-s both to our prejudices and our perceptions. If he 
has become interesled in Oliver, or any other pet hyena, by 
studying his habits, is that any reason we should admit him 
to our Pantheon ? No ! our imbecihty shall keep fast the 
door against any thing short of proofs that in the hyena a 
god is incarnated. Mr. Carlyle declares that he sees it, bat 
we really cannot. The hyena is surely not out of the king- 
dom of God, but as to beiag the finest emblem of what is 



In short, 

Haidstone : - 

■' lie [Cro 



■ can sympathizi 



1 the words of John 



pellj was a strong man in the dark perils of 'I 

war ; in the high places of the field, hope shone in him like « ] 
pillar of fire, when it bad gone out in the others " — a poeUc 
and sufficient awount of the secret of his power. 

But Mr. Carlyie goes on to gild the refined gold thus ; 

"A genuine king among men, Mr. Maidstone ! The divineet 




OLIVER CROMWELL. 187 

Bight this world sees, when it ia privileged to see such, and not 
be aiekeni^d with the unholy apery of aiitb." 

We Icnow you do with all your soul iove kings und heroes, 
Mr. Carlyle, but we are not nure you would always know the 
Sauls from (he Davids. We fear, ii' you had the disposal of 
the holy oil, you would be leni[)ied to pour it on the head of 
hitn who ia taller by the head than all his brethren, without 
suffldent Care as to purity of inward teslimooy. 

Such is the impression leil on us by ihe book thus far, aa 
to the view of its hero; but as to wliat difficulties attended the 

■iling the history of Cromwell, the reader will like to see 
what Mr. Carlyle himself says : — 

"These authentic utievances of the man Oliver himself — < 
I hiive gathered tlicm from far and near ; fished them up 
from the foul Lethean quagmires where they lay buried j 1 
have washed, or endeavored to wash, them clean from for- 
eign stu[)idities, (such a job of buck-washing as I do not long 
to repeat;) and the world shall now see them in their own 
shape." 

For the rest, this book is of course entertaining, witty, 
dramatic, picturesque ; all traits that are piquant, many that 
have profound interest, are brought out better than new. The 
"letters and speeches" arc put into readable state, and this 
alone is a great benefit. They are a relief after Mr. Carlyle's 
high-seasoned writing; and this again is a relief after their 
long-winded dimneaaea. Most of the heroic anecdotes of the 
time had been used up before, hut they lose nothing in the 
hands of Carlyle ; and pictures of the scenes, such aa of Nase- 
by fighi, Ibr instance, it was left lo him to give. We have 
passed over the hackneyed ground attended by a torch-bearer, 
who has given a new animation to the procession of events, 
and east a ruddy glow on many a striking physiognomy. That 
any truth of high value has been brought to light, we do not 
perceive — certainly nothing has been added to our own sense 
of the grealneas of Ihe times, nor any new view prescniod 
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ibnt we cnii adopt, as to ihe position and cbaracler of tlM 
agents. 

We close with the only one of Cromnell's Icttere that wo 
really like. Here his religioaa words and hi^ temper seem 
quite sincere. 

" To my loving Brother, Colonel Valentine Walton ; ITtese. 
July, 1644. 

"Dear Sir: It's our duty to syrapalliize in all mercies; 
and to praise the Lord together in chastisements or trials, Bo 
that we may sorrow together. 

" Truly England and the pliurch of God hath had a great 
favor from the Lord, hi tliis great victory given unto os, such 
as the like never was »=ince this war began. It had all the 
evidences of an absolute victory obtained by tie Lord's bless- 
ing upon the godly party ptnncipally. We never charged but 
we routed the enemy. The left wing, which I commanded. 
being our own horse, saving a few Seota in our rear, beat all 
the prince's horse. God make ihem as stubble to our swords. 
We charged their regiments of foot with our horse, and routed 
all we charged. The particulara I cannot relate now ; but X 
believe, of twenty thousand, the prince hath not lour ihouf^and 
left. Give glory, all the glory, to God. 

" Sir, God hath taken away your eldest son hy a cannon- 
shot. It brake his leg. We were necessitated to have it cut 
off, whereof he died, 

"Sir, you know ray own trials this way;" bat the Lord 
supported me with this, (hat the Lord took him into the hap- 
piness we all pant for and live for. There is your precioaa 
child, flill of glory, never to know sin or sorrow any nwre. 
He was & gallant young man, exceedingly gracious. Oai 
give you his comfort. Befoi'e his death he was so fiill of 
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oomfort, that lo Frank Ruasel and myself he oould not ex- 
vas ao great above liia paio.' This he said Co us. 
Indeed it was admirable. A little afi«r, he said one tijing 
lay upon his spirit. I as^ed him what that was. He told 
me it was, that God had not suffered him to be any mure the 
eieeuiionei' of his enemieB. At his fall, his horse being killed 
with the bullet, and, as I am informed, three horses more, I 
sm told he bid them open to the right and left, that he might 
see the rogues fun. Truly he was exceedingly beloved in 
the army, of all that knew him. But few knew him ; for he 
was a precious young man, fit for Grod. You have cau^ Ui 
bless the Lord. He is a glorious saint in heaven ; wherein 
you ought exceedingly to rejoice. Let this drink up your 
: leeing these are not feigned words to comfort you, 
but the thing is so real and undoubted a truth. You may do 
all things by the strength of Christ Seek that, and you 
ahall easily bear your trinl. Let lliis public mercy to the 
church of God make you lo forget your private sorrow. Tho 
Lord be your strength : so prays 

"Your truly fHilhful and loving brolher, 

"Olives Ckomwell." 

And add this noble passage, in which Carlyle speaks of the 
morbid affection of CromweU'a mind : — 

" In those years it must be that Dr. Simcolt, physician in 
Huntingdon, had to do with Oliver's hypochondriac maladies. 
He told Sir Philip Warwick, unluckily specifying no date, or 
none that has survived, 'he had often been sent for at mid- 
night;' Mr. Cromwell for many years was very 'splenetic,' 
(spleen-struck,) often (bought he was just about lo die, and 
also ' had fancies about the Town Cross.' * Brief intimation, 
of which the reflective render may make a great deal. Sam- 
uel Johnson too had hypochondrias ; all great souls are apt to 

• Sir Philip Warwick's Memoirs, (London, 1701.) p. 249. 
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Iiflve ; and to be in [bick darkness generally, till the etcrns] 
ways and the ceksHnl guiding slurs disclose lliemselFes, and 
the vague nbyss at' life kait itself up into fii-mamenls for them. 
The temptations in the wildcraiigs, choices of Hercules, and the 
like, in succinct or loose form, are appointed for every man 
that will assert a soul in himself and be a man. Let Olirer 
take comfort in his dark sorrows and melancholies. The 
quantity of sorrow he has, does it not mean withal the quan- 
tity of sympathy he has, the quantity of faculty and victory 
he shall yet have ? ' Our sorrow is the inverted image of our 
nobleness.' The depth of our despair raeasures what capa- 
bility, and height of claim, we have to hope. Black smoke as 
of Tuphet filling all your universe, it can yet by true heart- 
energy become _/?a»ie, and brilliancy of heaven. Courage!" 

Were the flame but a pure as well as a bright flume ! Some- 
times we know the black phantoms change to white angel 
forms ; the vulture is metamorphosed into a dove. Was it eo 
iu this instance ? Unlike Mr. Carlyie, we are willing to let 
each reader judge fur himself; but perhaps we should not be | 
80 generous if we had studied ourselves sick in wading through 
all that mass of papers, and had nothing to defend us against { 
the bitterness of biliousness, except a growing enthusiasni 
about our hero. 



EMERSON'S ESSAYS.* 



At the distance of three years this volume follows tlie fli-st 
series of Essaj'S, which have already made to themselves a 
circle of readers, attentive, thonghtful, more and more ibtelli- 
gent; and this civcle is a large one if we consider the eircum- 
gtanoes of this country, and of England also, at this time. 

In England it would seem there are a larger number of 
persons waiting for an invitation lo culm thought and sincere 
intercourse than among ourselves. Copies of Mr. Emerson's 
first published little volume called "Nature," have there been 
Hold by thousands in a short lime, while one edition has needed 
seven years (o get circulated here. Several of his orations 
and essays from the " Dial " have also been republished 
there, and met with a reverent and earnest response. 

We suppose that while in England the want of such a voice 
is aa great as here, a larger number are at leisure to recog- 
nise that want ; a far larger number have set foot in the spec- 
ulative region, and have ears refined to appreciate these 
melodious accents. 

Our people, heated by a partisan spirit, necessarily occu^ 
pied in these first stages by bringing out the material resources 
of the land, not generally prepared by early training for 
the enjoyment of books that require attention and reflection, 
are still more injured by a large majority of writers and 
speakers, who lend all their efforts to ttalter corrupt tflstea 
and mental indolence, instead of feeling it their prerogative 
and their duty to admonish the community of the danger and 

• EBEttys, SBOond Series, by Rail* Waldo Bmeraon. 
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f Oiwi^ il to iiobler caorgj". Tlie plau (if (he popular writer o» 
lecturer is not lo fay llie best Im knows in as few and ^ 
; well-cba'ieD words as be can, making it his first aim 

justice to the subject. Rather he seeks to beat out a thoii^rht 
as thin as possible, utid to consider what the audience will be 
Imost willing to receive. 

The result of su^^h a. course is inevitable. Literature and 
art must become duily more degraded ; philosophy ooaiiot 
exisL A man who feels within bis mind some spark of i 
genius, or a capacity for the exercises of talent, should coo- I 
Elder hiai^elf as endowed with a sacred commission. He ie ' 
the natural priest, the shepherd of the people. He muat 
raise his miud as high as lie can towards the lieaven of trnlh, 
and try to draw up with him those less gifted by nature with 
ethereal lightness. If he does not so, hut ratlier employs his i 
powers to flatter them in their poverty, and to hinder aspira- 
tion by useless words, and a mere seeming of activity, his sin 
is great; he is false to God, and false to man. 

Mueh of this sin indeed is done ignorontly. The idea tb&t 
literature calls men ta the genuine hierarchy is almost for- 
gotten. One, wlio finds himiielf able, uses his pen, 
might a trowel, solely to procure himself bread, without hav- ' 
ing reflected on the position in which he (hereby plac 
himself. 

Apart from Ihe troop of mercenaries, tliere is one, atill i 
larger, of those who use their powers merely for locaj i 
temporary ends, aiming at no excellence other than may c 
ducB to these. Among these rank persons of honor and the \ 
best iatentions ; but they neglect the lasting for the trs 
aa a man neglects to furnish his mind thai he may provide tlte J 
better for the house in which his body is to dwell for « fvw | 

At a period when these sins and errors are prevalent, a 
threaten lo become more so, how can we sufficiently prize andj 
honor a mind whiuh is quite pure fr(»n suoh V When, as ii 



EMEIISOS'S ESSAYS. ]93 

pre^^nt case, we find n man wlioae only aiiu is ths diBcemmont 
ainl interpretation of the spiritual laws by which we live, and 
move, and biive our being, all whose ol^ecta are permanent, 
and wliose every word stands for a fact. 

If only as a repreaentative of the claims of individual cul- 
ture in a nation which is prone to lay such stress ou artificial 
organization and external reaulta, Mr. Emerson would be in- 
raiuahle here. History will inscribe bis name as a father of 
Itifi country, for he is one who pleads her cause against herself. 

If New England may be regarded as a chief mental focus 
to the New World. — and many symptoms seem to give her this 
place, — as to other centres belong the characteristics of heart 
and lungs to the body politic ; if we may believe, as we 
do believe, that what is to be acted out, in the country at 
large, is, most frequently, first indicated thei'e, as all the phe- 
nomena of the nervous system are in the fantasies of the brain, 
we may hail as an auspicious omen the influence Mr. Emer- 
son has there obtained, which is deep-rooted, increasing, and, 
over the younger portion of the community, far greater than 
that of any other person. 

His books are received there with a more ready intelli-l 
gence than elsewhere, partly because his range of personal 
experience and illustration applies to that region ; partly he- 
cause be has prepared the way for his books to be read by 
his great powers as a speaker. 

The audience that waited for years upon the lectures, a 
pai't of which is incorporated into these volumes of Essays, 
was never large, but it was select, and it was constant. Among 
the hearers weit some, who, though, attracted by the beauty 
of character and manner, they were willing to hear the speaker ' 
througli, yet always went away discontented. They were accus- 
tomed to an artificial method, whose scafiblding could easily 
bu retraced, and desired an obvious sequence of logical infer- ' 
enees. They insisted there was nothing in what they had 
lieard, hoerai^c they could not give a clear account of its 
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: tlint Pindar's odea I 
I purpose, and yut J 



[coui'se and purport Tliey did not ^ 
might bu vary n 11 arranged for their 
not bear tran la ng n o the methods of Mr. Locke. 
r Othe s we e con enl to be benefited by a good influence, I 
without as c analj s of ita means. " My wife says it is i 
'.about the ele a on of human nature, and so it seema to me, ** 
iwas a ht reply to some of the critics. Many were satisfied I 
Ito find tliemselves excited to congenial thought and nobler life, 1 
bvithouC an exact catalogue of the thoughts of the speaker. 
|- Those who believed no truth could exist, unless encased by 1 
' the burrs of opinion, went away utterly baffled. Sometimea ] 
they thought he was on their side ; then pi'e^ently would come J 
something on the other. He really seemed to believe there j 
were two sides to every subject, and e 

ground, from which each might be seen to have an infinito | 
number of sides or bearings, an impertinence not to 
. dured I The partisan heard but once, and returned no more. .1 
■- But some there were, — simple souls, — whose life had been, I 
perhaps, without clear light, yet still a-search atler truth for ] 
its ov/a sake, who were able to receive what followed i 
Buggestiou of a subject in a natural mauner, as a stream of 
I thought. These recognized, beneath the veil of words, the 
|Slill Hmall voice of conscience, the vestal fires of lone relij^us 
'.hours, and the mild teachings of the siimmei' woods. 
- The charm of the elocution, too, was great. His general 
that of the reader, occasionally rising into direct 
ssages where tenderness or mfyeatj 
At such times both eye and voiea 
ogive a worthy reply, — a future 
est more largely the universal soul as it w^aa i 
his souL The tone of the voice was a grave I 
id sweet rather than sonorous, yet flexUik^ J 
lodulations, as even instruments of 1 
become after they have been long ] 



I address o 

demanded more energy. 

called on a remote future 
: which shall mauifest more 

then manifest t 

body tone. fuU 
, and haunted by many 

wood and brass seem 



^yed on with skill and taste ; iiow much more so the human . 1 
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voii^l In tlie more expressive passages it uttered notes of 
silfery clearness, winning, yet still more commanding. The! 
words ottered in those tones floated a while above qs, then 
took root in the memory like winged seed. 

In the union of an even rustic plainness with lyric inspira- I 
, religiou»< dignity with philosophic calmness, keen saguci- 
details with boldnesn of view, we saw what brought to 

nd the early poets and legislators of Greece — men who 
taught their fellows to plough and avoid moral evil, sing hymns 
to the gods, and watch the metamorphoses of nature. Hei-e 
in civic Boston was such a man — one who could see man in 
his original grandeur and his original childishness, rooted in . 
simple nature, raising to the heavens the brow and eyes of a 
poet. 

And these lectures seemed not so much lectures as grave 1 
didactic poems, theogonies, perhaps, adorned by odes wheu< 
some power was in question whom the poet had best learned 
to serve, and with eclogues wisely portraying in familia.' ' 
tongue the duties of man to man and " harmless animals." 

Such was the attitude in which the speaker appeared (o 
that portion of the audience who have remained permanently a1> 
tached lo him. They value his words as the signets of reality ; 
receive his inrtuenee as a help and inoentive lo a nobler disci- 
pline than the age, in its general aspect, appears to require j 
and do not fear to anticipate the verdict of posterity in claim« 
ing for him the honors of greatness, and, in some respects, of 



In New England Mr. Emerson thus formed for himself a 
class of readers who rejoice to study in his books what they 
already know by heart. For, though the thought has hecomel 
familiar, its beaotiful garb is always fresh and bright in hue. 1 

A similar circle of "like-minded "persons the books must and 
do form for themselves, though with a movement less directly 
powerful, aa more distant from its source. 

'file Essays have alsii been ol)noxiou5 lo many cli.nrges- 
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to that of obscurity, or want of perfect articulation ; of 
" euphuism," &s ao excess of fancy in proportion to imagina- 
tioD, and an inclination, at times, h> subtlety at the expense of 
strength, have been styled. The human heart complains of 
ioadequacy, either in the nature or experience of the writer, 
to represent its fuU vocation anil its deeper needs. Some- 
times it speaks of this want as " under development," or a 
want of expansion which may yet he remedied ; sometimes 
doubts whether " in this maasion there be either hall or portal 
to receive the loftier of the passions." Sometimes the aoul is 
deified at the expense of nature, then again nature at that of 
man ; and we are not quits gure that we can make a true har- 
mony by balance of the statements. CThis writer has never 
written one good work, if such it work he one where the 
whole commands more attention than the parts, or if such a 
one be produced only where, after au accumulation of mate- 
rials, lire enough be applied to fuse the whole into one new 
substance. This second series is superior in this respect to 
(he former ; yet in no one es.say is the main stress so obvious 
as to produce on the mind the harmonious effect of a noble 
river or a tree in fiill leaf Single passages and sentences en- 
gage our attention too much in j^roporlion. These Essays, it 
lias been justly said, tire like a string of mosaics or a house 
built ol medals. We miss what we expect in the work of tlia 
great poet, or the great philosopher — the hbeiiil airof all the 
/ones ; the glow, uniform yet various in lint, which b given 
10 a body by free circulation of the heart's blood from the 
hour of birth. Here is, undoubtedly, the man of ideas ; bat 
we want the ideal man also — want the heart and genius of 
human life to interpret it ; and here our satistaclion is not bo 
perfect. We doubt this fnend raised himsell' too early 10 the 
perpendicular, and did not lie along the ground long enough to 
hear the secret whispei-s of our parent lilu. We could wish 
might he thrown by conflicts on tlje lup of raollier eartht , 
iee if he would nol n-e again wuh adiled powers.^J 
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All this we may say, but it 'cannot excose U3 from benefit- 
ing by the great gifts that have been ^ven, and assigning 
them tlieir due place. 

Some painters paint on a red ground. And this color may 
be supposed to represent the groundwork most iminediately 
congenial to most men, as it is the color of blood, and repre- 
vitality. The figures traced upon it are instinct 
with life in its fulness and depth. 

But other painters paint on a gold ground. And a very 
. no less natural, because aUo a celestial beauty, 
is given to their works who clioose for theii' foundaiiun the 
color of the sunbeam, which Nature haa preferred lor her 
tnoat precious product, and that which will best bear the test 
of purification — gold. 

If another simile may be allowed, another no less apt is at 
hand. Wine is tlie most brilliant and intenae expression of 
the powers of eartii. It is her potable Are, her answer to 
the sun. It exhilarates, it inspires, but then it is liable to 
fever and intoxicate, too, the careless partaker. 

Mead was the chosen drink of the northern gods. And 
this essence of the honey of the mountain bee was not thought 
unworthy to revive the souls of the valiant who had left their 
bodies on the fields of strife below. 

Nectar should combine the virtues of the ruby wine, the 
golden mead, without their defects or dangers. 

Two high claims on the attention of his contemporaries our 
writer can vindicate. One from hia sincerity, Tou have 
hia thought just as it found place in the life of his owii soul. 
Thus, however near or relatively distant its approximation to 
absolute truth, its action on you cannot fail to be healthful. 
It is a part of the free air. 

Emerson belongs to that band of whom there may Ije found a 

few in every age, and who now in known human history may 

be counted by hundred^:, who worstup the one God only, the 

God of Truth. They worship, not saiata, nor creeds, not 

17" 
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ehurclie?, nor reli«lue8, nor idols in any form. Tbc minj ia 
kept open to truth, and life only valued as a tendency towards 
it. This must be illusti-aled by acts and words of love, pa- 
rity and intelligence. Such are the salt of the earth; let 
the minutest crystal of that salt be willingly by us held in 
solution. 

The other claim is derived from that part of hii life, which, 
f sometimes obsCriicted or chilled by the critical intellect, ia 
yet the prevalent and the main i^ource of his power. It is 
that by which he imprisons his hearer only to free him again 
1 '- liberating God," (to use his own words.) But, indeed, 
us use them altogether, for none other, ancient or modem, 
more worthily express how, making present to us the 
rses and de^iinies of nature, he invests himself with her 



serenity and : 


animates us with her joy. 


" Poetry w 


as all written before lime was; and whenever we 
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organized that we can penetrate inio that region 


where the aij 




attempt to wi 


rite them down, but we lose ever and anon n 


word or a v 




thus mis write 


the poem. The men of more delicate ear write 



down these cadences more faiihi'ully, and these transcripU, 
though imperfect, become the songs of the nations." 

Thus have we, in a brief and unworthy manner, indicated 
some views of these books. The only true criticism of these 
or any good books may be gained by making them the com- 
ar lives. Does every accession of knowledge or 
se of beauty make us priue them more ? Then 
they are good, indeed, and more immortal than mortal. Let 
that test be applied to these Essays which will lead to greftl 
nod complete poems — somewhere. 
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any mind 
faith, and 



e energetic 



IVe have had this book before us for several weeks, bul the 
task of reading it haa been so repulsive that we have been 
obliged lo get (hrough it by short stages, with long intervals 
of rest and refreshment between, and have only ju3t reached 
the end. We believe, however, we are now 
Rubstance, so far us it is possible to admit 
matter wholly uncongenial 
its hope. 

Meanwhile others have shown themsel' 
in the task, and notices have appeared thai express, in part, 
our own views. Among others an able critic has thus summed 
up his impressions: — 

" Of tlie whole we will say briefly, that its premises are 
monstrous, its reasoning sophistical, its conclusions absurd, and 
its spirit diabolic." 

We know not that we can find a better scheme of arrange- 
ment for what we have to say than by dividing it intA sections 
under these four heads: — 

1st. The premises i 
qualification, they are 
writers is not the God we recognizi 
human nature are antipodal to our 
tive Spirit, the essense of whose being 
created men in the Hpirit of love, intending 



• A Defence of Ci 
BeaaoD of PuniEhmc 
New York, 1846. 



Here we must add the 
us. The God of thtse 
the views they have of 
We believe in a Crea- 
Love. He has 
) develop them to 
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}Kirfe(!t hormony with himself. He tiiks p<'rmilU:<] llie tempo- 

rary existence of evil as a condition necessary lo bring 
them free agency and individuality of churacler, PuniBliRienfl 
is the necessary result of a bad choice in them 
meant by liim as vengeance, but as an admonition to choose 
better. Man is not born totally evi! ; he ia born capiible both 
of good and evil, and thH Holy Spirit in working on him only 
quickens the soul already there to know its father. To onu 
nho takes such views [he address of Jesus becomes intelli^~ 
ble — " Be ye therefore merciful, as your Father also is 
merciful." " For with the same measure thai ye mete withal, 
it shall be measured to you again." 

Those who take these views of the relation between G!od 
and mHo must naturally tend to have punishment consist as 
much as possible in the inwai-d spiritual results of faults^ 
rather than a violent outward enforcement of penalty. Theyi 
must, so far as possible, seek to revere God by showing them- 
selves brotiierly to man ; and if they wish to obey Chriet, 
will not forget that he came especially to call sinnert to re- 
pentance. 

The views of these writers are the opposite of all this. 'We 
need not state them ; Iliey are sufficiently indicated in each 
page of their own. Their conclusions are the natuntl result 
of such premises. We could say nothing about either, except 
to express dissent from beginning to end. Yet would it be 
BWeet and noble, and worthy of this late period of human 
progress, if their position had been staled in a spirit of reli- 
gious, of manly courtesy ; if they had had the soul lo say, 
"^^e differ from you, but we know that so wide and full a 
stream' of thought and emotion as you are moved by could 
not, under the. providential rule in which we beliere, havQi 
arisen in vain. The object of every such miinifestation of li^l 
must be to bring out truth; come, kt us seek it logetheivj 
I*t us show you our view, compare it wirh yours, ;md let ug 
Boe which is the btitcr. If, as we think, the truth lie with us. 
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what joy will it ba for U3 to cast the clear ligLl on lUc olijocl 
of your aspii'utioiis ! " 

Of this (legrae of liberality we have known some, even, who 
served Uie same creed aa these writers to be capable. There 
^her Bpivit, which, believing all forma of opinion 
wiiich we hold in the present stage of our growth can be but 
approximations to truth, and that God has permitted to the 
multitude of men a multitude of ways by which ihey may 
approach one common goal, looks with reverence od all modes 
of &ith sincerely held and acted upon, and while it rejoices in 
those souls which have reached the higher stages of- spiritual 
growth, has no despair as to those which still grope in a narrow 
path and by a glimmering light. Such liberality is, of course, 
out of tlie question with such writers as the present. Their 
faith binds them to believe that they have absolute truth, and 
that all who do not believe as they do are wretch«d heretics. 
Those whose creed is of narrower scope are to them hateful 
bigots ; but also (hose with whom it is of wider are latitudina- 
riana or infidels. The spot of earth on which they aUind is 
the only one safe from the conflagration, and only through 
spectacles and spyglasses such as are used by them can the 
sun and stars be seen. Yet, as we said before, some such, 
though incapacitated for an intellectual, are not so for a spir- 
itual tolerance. With them the heart, more Christ-like than 
the creed, urges to a spirit of love and reverence even towards 
convictions opposed to their own Tlie sincere man is always 
respectable in their eyes, and they cannot hulp feeling that, 
wherever there is a desire for truth, there is the spirit of God, 
and his true priests will approach with gentleness, and do 
their ministry with holy care. Unhappily, it is very different 
with the persons before us. 

We let go the first two counts of the indictment. Their 
premises are, as we have said, such as we totally dissent from, 
and their conclusions such as naturally flow from those prem> 
ises. Yet they are those of a large body of men, and there 
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must, no doubt, be temporsrj good in thia stale af tilings, i 
it would not be permirted. When these writers say, that IC 
them moral and penal are coincident lernis, they display a 
state of mind which prefers basing virtue on the fear of pun- 
ishment, rather than the love of right. If this be sincerely 
their state, if the idea of morality is with them entirely de- 
pendent on the retributions upon vice, rather than the loveli- 
ness and joys of goodness, it is impossible for those who are 
in a different state of mind to !tay what they do need. It may 
seem to us, indeed, that, if tlie strait jacliet was taken off, they 
might recover the natural energy of their frames, and do far 
better without it ; or that, if no longer hurried along the road 
by the impending lash behind, they might uplift their eyes 
and find sufficient cause for speed in the glory visible before, 
though at a distance j however, it is not for us to say what 1 
their wants are. Let them choose their own principles of 
action, and if they lead to purity of life, and benevolence, 
and humanity of heart, we will not say a word agunst ' 
them. 

But in the instance before us, they do not produce these 
good fruits, but the contrary ; and therefore we have some- 
thing to say on the other pail of the criticism, to wit : tfast 
" the reasoning is sophistical, and the spirit diabolic;" for, 
indeed, in the sense of pride by which the angela fell, arro- 
gance of judgment, malice, and all un charitableness, we have 
never looked on printed pages more deeply sinful. We love 
an honest lover ; but next best, we, with Dr. Johnson, know 
how to respect an honest hater. But even he would Be 
endure so bitter and ardent haters as these, and with so many 
and inconsistent objects of hatred — who hate Catholics and | 
thorough Protestants, hate materialists, and hate spiritUf^istBr'J 
Their list is really too large for human sympathy. 

We wish, however, to make all due allowance for iQca>'l 
parity in these writers to do better; and their disqnalifleatiotw'J" 
for their task, apart from a form of belief which inclines tbefkl'i'i 
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nitlier to elitig to tlie past, than lo aeek progreas for the fului'c, 
be many. 

The "reasoning ia BopWstical," and it would need the pa- 
tience of a Socrates to unravel the weary web, and convince 
these Bopliiats, against their will, that they are exactly iii the 
op|>osite region to what they suppose. For the task we 
have not space, skill, or patience ; but we can give some 
hints by which readers may be led to examine whether it ia 
to or not. 

These writers profesa to occupy the position of defence ; 
surely never wa-s one sustained so in the spirit of offence. 

Xat. They appeal either to the natural or regenerate man, 
as suits their purpose. Sometimes all traditions and their 
literal inlerp relations are right ; sometimes it is impossible 
to interpret them aright, unless according to some pecnliar 
doctrine, and the natural inference of (he common mind would 
be an error. 

2d. They strain, but vainly, to show the New Testament 
no improvement on the Old, and themselves in harmtiniouB 
relations to both. On this subject we would confidently leave 
the arbitration to a mind — could Euch a one be found — 
Bufficiently discijilined to examine the subject, and new both 
to the New Testament and this volume, as that of Rammobun 
Roy might have been, whether its views are not of the snmt 
strain that Jesus sought lo correct and enlighten among the 
Jews, and whether the writers do not treat the teachings of the 
new dispensation most unfairly, in their desire to wrest them 
into the service of tlie old. 

3d. Wherever there is a weak place in the ai^ument, it is 
filled up by abuse of ' opposite party. The words " absurd," 
" infidel," " blaspheii" .' "shallow philosophy," "sickly sen- 
timeulalism," and the liki^, are among the favorite missiles of 
these defenderi of the truth. They are of a sort whose fre- 
quent nao is generally supposed to argue the want of a sliield 
of reason and a heart of faith. 
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And [hii^ brings us to a more close consideration of tbc] 
ipiril ol* this book, ch»raL-terizeJ by our contemporary t 
" diabolic." And we, uUo, cannot excuse ourselves {romV 
marking it as, in this respect, one of the wordt books v 

It is not merely bitter inlwlerance, arrogance, and want of ] 
spiritual perception, wtiich we liave to condemn in these 
writers. It is a want of fairness and honor, of which we ■ 
think they must be conscious. We fear they are of thoea^g 
who Ijold the opinion that the end sanctities the means, andl 
who, by pretending to serve the God of truth by other d 
than strict truth, have drawn upon the "ministers of reli-l 
gioii " the frequent obloquy of " priestcraft." How else are 1 
we to construe the artful use of the words "dishonest" and I 
"infidel," wherever they are likely to awaken the fears and] 
prejudices of the ignorant? 

Of OS bad a sttimp as any is the part of this book headed I 
'' Spurious Public Opinioa." Here, as in tba insinuatiooK 1 
against Charles Burleigh, we arn unable to believe the writers ^ 
to be sincere. Where we think they a 
narrow we may esteem their statement, w 

Who can believe that such passages a 
for any thing real in the mind of the wrii 

" Indeed, there is nothing that can possibly check the spirit 1 
of murder, but the tear of death. That was all that Cain I 
feared ; he did not say. People will put me in prison, bu^ | 
They will put me to death [ and how many otJier murders h 
may have committed, when released from that fear, the tacrea^ 
writer does not tell Ms .' " 

Why does not the writer of this passage draw the iafen 
and accuse God of mistake, as he says his opponents s 
Him, whenever they attempt to get beyond the Jewish jdei 
of vengeance. He plainly thinks dt'Uih Mas the only ( 
penalty in this ease of Cain. 



!, however poor -and i 
espect it, bot 1 



8 the following si 
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" The reasoning from tbese drivellings of deprnvily in mal- 
efaclora is to the last degree wretched and absurd. Hard 
pushed indeed must he be in argument who can consent to 
I dive down into the polluted heart of a Newgate criminal, in 
order to flah up, from the confessions of his monstrous, unnat- 
ural obduracy, iin argument in that very obduracy against the 
fit punishment of bis own crimes." 

We can only wish for such a man, that the vicissitudes of 

life may break through the crust of theological arrogance and 

i Phariseeism, and force him to " dive down " into the depths 

' of his own nature. We should see afterwards whether he 

would be so forward to throw stones at malefactors, so eager 

to hurry souls to what he regards as a final account. 

But we have said enough as to the spirit and tendency of 
this book. We shall only add a few words as to tin: un- 
worthy use of the word " infidel," in the attempt to fix a 
stigma upon opponents. We feel still more contempt than 
indignation at the desire to work in ihis way on the unthink- 
ing and ignorant. 

We ourselves are of the number stigmatized by these per- 
sons as sharing an infidel tendency, as are all not enlisted 
under their own sectarian banner. They, on their side, seem 
to US unbelievers in all that is most pure and holy, and in the 
saving grace of love, Tliey do not believe in God, as we 
believe ! they seem to us utterly deficient in the spirit of 
Christ, and to be of the number of those who are always call- 
ing, "Lord, Lord," yet never have known him. We find 
throughout these pages the temper of " Lord, I thank thee 
that I am not as other mea are" — hatred of those whom 
they deem Gentiles, and a merciless spirit towards the sinner; 
yet we do not take upon ourselves to give them the name of 
infidels, and we solemnly call ihem to trial before the bar of 
the Only Wise and Pure, the Searcher of hearts, to render an 
account of this daring assumption. We ask them in that 
presence, if thev are not of the class threatened with " relri- 
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budon " for Haying lo thetr farolfaer, "Tboafool;" and that 
not merely in the heat of anger, faut coolly, pertba«^(Mul^, 
and in a tbuu^utd ways. 

We call to sit in council the spirits of our Puritan fathers, 
and ask if euch was the right of individual judgment, of pri- 
vate conscience, they came Bere to vindicate. And we solicit 
the verdict of posterity 'as to whether the spirit of mercy or 
of vengeance be the more divine, and whether the denuncia- 
tory and personal mode chosen by these writers for carrying 
on this ia(]uiry be llie true one. 

Wc wish most sincerely this book had been a wise and 
noble one. To ascertain just principles, it is necessary that i 
the discussion should be full and fnir, and both sides ably 
argned. After this has been done, the sense of the world ■ 
cnn decide. It would be a happiness for which it might eei 
that man at this time of day is ripe, that the opfiosing parties 
should meet in open lists as brothers, believing each that the | 
other desired only that the imth should triumph, and able to 
clnap hands as men of different structure and ways of tbink- . 
ing, but fellow-stadenis of the divine will. 0, had we bot ] 
found such an adversary, above the use of artful abuse, or 
the feints of sophiElry, able to believe in the noble inlentioB i 
of a foe as of a friend, how cheerily would the trumpets ring | 
oDt while the assembled world echoed the signal words, " Goi> , 
9PEED THE Right ! " The tide of progress rolls onward, ■ 
swelling more and more with the lives of Iho^ who wouM ' 
fain see all men called to reftenlance. It must be a strong I 
arm, indeed, that can build a dam to stay it eveu for a n 
tnent. None such do we see yet ; but we should rejoice in ■ * 
noble and strong opponent, putting forth all his power foe 
conscience's sake. God speed the Right ! 



PART II. 

MISCELLANIES. 
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The new year dawna, and its appearance is hailed by « 
flatter of festivity. Men and women run from house to house, 
BCflttering gifts, smiles, and congratulations. It is a custom 
that seems borrowed from a better day, unless indeed it be a 
prophecy that such must come. 

For why so much congratulation ? • A year has passed ; wo 
are nearer by a twelvemonth to the terra of this earthly pro- 
bation. It is a solemn thought ; and though the consdouS' 
ness of haying hallowed the days by our best endeavor, and 
of having much occasion to look to the Ruling Power of all 
with grateful benediction, must, in cases where such feelings 
are unalloyed, bring joy, one would think it must even then 
be a grave joy, and one that would disincline to this loud gay- 
ety in welcoming a new year ; another year — in which we 
may, indeed, strive forward in a good spirit, and find our 
strivings bleat, but must surely expect trials, temptations, and 
disappointments from without; frailty, short-coming, or con- 
vulsion in ourselves. 

If it be appropriate lo a reflective habit of mind to «>1( wilt 

(a.7) 
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each niglit-fall tlie Pythagorean que^tioQ^, Low much n 
Bt the dose of the jear ! 

" What hast thou done that's worth the doing ? 
And what pursued that's worth pursuing ? 
What sought thou kueweat tbou shouidst shun ? 
What done thou shouldst have led undone?" 



The intellectual man will al^o a^k, What new trutluT 
been opened to me, or what fac[£ presented that will lead to 
the discovery of truths ? Tlie poet and the lover, — What j 
new forms of heauty have been presented for my delight, and i 
as memorable illustratioos of the divine preseoce — unceasing 
but oi^enlimes uofelt by our sluggish natures. 

Are there many men who fail sometimes to ask them- 
selves questions to this depth ? who do not Fare to know I 
whetlier they have done right, or foi^nie to do wrong ; i 
whether their spirits Lave been enlightened by truth, or I 
kindled by beauty ? 

Yes, strange to say, there are many who, despite the nat* j 
ural aspirations of the soul and ihe revelations showered upon ] 
the world, think only whether they have made money ; wheth- 
er the world thinks more highly of them than it did in bygone 
years; whether wife and children have been in good bodily 
health, and what those who call to pay their respects t 
drink the new year's cotTee, will think of their carpete^J 

Uow often is it that the rich man thinks even of that pro- I 
posed by Dickens as the noblest eraploymeni of the season, J 
making the poor happy in the way he likes best for himself, ' 
by distribution of turkey and plum-pudding! Some, indeed, 
adorn the day with this much grace, though we doubt whether 
it be ofienest those who could each, with eBsc, make that one 
a glimpse of i-nmfort lo a ihoit^and who pass the olhe( j 
er days in shivering poveily. Bui some such there a 
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who go about tO' the dnrk Hnd frosty dwellings, giving tbe 
" mite " where and wlien it is most needed. We knew a lady, 
nil whose riubes ransjsted in her good httad and two httnds. 
Widow of an eminent lawyer, but keeping hoarders for a live- 
lihood ; engaged in. that hardest of oecupations, with her hoiiae 
full and her hands full, she yet found lime lo make and bako 
for new year's day a hundred pies — and not the pie ftvm 
which, being cut, issued the faraotis ibur-and-lwenty black- 
birds, gave more cause for merriment, or was a fitter " di.sh 
to .set before the tting." 

God blef^s his majesty, the good king, who on such a day 
cares for ihe least as much as the grentesl ; and like Henry 
IV propo es il as a Borlhy aim of hi» endeavor that every 
poor miu shall hive hii chicken in the ) ot Tliii> doe' not 
seem on uperticial sunei such a wonderfiil boon to crave 
for creatures made in Gods own likeness, jet is iC one that 
no king could ever jil bestow on hn subject's if we except 
the king of Cockaigne Our maker of the hundied piea 
irt the best prophet we have Been a.t jet, of snch a bhaaful 

But mostly to him who hath i* given in mattnal as well 
a« m spiritual things and we tear the plcaBorei of ih s day 
are ai ranged almost wholly in reference lo the beintifiil the 
health} the wealthy the witty and that but few banquets are 
prepared for the halt, the blind, and the sorrowful. But where 
ihey are, of a surety water turns to wine by inevitable Christ- 
power; no aid of miracle need be invoked. As for thoughts 
which should make an epoch of the period, we suppoxe the 
number of these to be in about the same pro|K)rtion to the 
number of minds capable of thought, that the pearls now ex- 
istent bear to Ihe oysters still Bubsistent. 

Can we make pearls from our oyster-bed ? At least, let us 
'jpen some of the shells and try. 

Dear public and friends ! we wish you a happy new year. 
We tru.Jt that thp year pnst has given earnest of such a nae 
18* 



210 LIFE IVITHODT AND UPE ttlTSIN, 

in so far as having laught jou eomewLat how lo deserve and - 
to appreciate il. 

For ourselves, the monlhs have brought much, though, 
perhaps, snperficial instrnciion. Its scope has been chiefly 
love and hope for all human beings, and among others for 
Ihyaeif. 

We have seen many fair poesies of human life, in which, 
however, the tragic thread has not been wanting. We have ' 
beheld the exquisite developments of childhood, and sunned 
the heart in its smiles. But also have we discerned Ihe evil 
star looming up thai threatened cloud and wreck lo its future 
years. We have seen beings of some precious gifts lost it 
ODVerably, as regards this present life, Irom inheritance o 
bad organizatioD and unfortunate circumstances of early years. 
The victims of vice we have observed lying in the gutter, com- 
penied by vermin, trampled upon by sensuality and ignorance, 
and saw those who wished not U> rise, and those who atrove 
so lo do, but fell back through weakness. Sadder and more 
ominous still, we have seen the good man — in manyimpabes 
and acts of most pure, most liberal, and undoubted gooi 
— yet have we noted a spot of base indulgence, a fibre of 
brutality canker in a vital part this fine plant, and, while we ' 
could not withdraw love and esteem for the good we (tou 
not doubt, have wept secretly in tlie heart for the ill i 
could not deny. We have observed two deaths ; one of the 
sinner, early cut down; one of the just, full of years and 
hoiMr — hoA were calm ; both professed their reliance o 
iviiidom of a heavenly Father. We have looked upon the 
beauteous shows of nature in undisturbed succession, holy 
moonlight ou the snows, loving moonUght on the sni 
fields, the stars which disap|<aint never and bless ever, the 
Ihiwii^ WMBCS wUA smtlio and stimulate, a garden of rosed 
mlliiig'jIiP'WnjHli^VM^ w<iffl#n. pot-fa nnd beroes among 
~vi U$ Bi^eJ n ' ■'■ : - r lo litis call, and 
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t, fickle gait ; and virtue tainted witli a toach of the 
peacock ; and philosophy, never enjoying, always seeking, 
bad got together all the materials for the crowning experi- 
ment, but there waa no love to kindle the fire under the fur- 
nace, and the precious secret is not p'recipitiittid yet, for the 
pot will not boil to make the gold through your 

■'Double, double, 
Toil and Iruuble," 

if love do not fan the firs. 

We have Been the decay of friendships unable to endure the 
Lght of an ideal hope — have seen, too, their resurrection in 
a faith and hope beyond the tomb, where the form lies we once 
so fondly cherished. It is not dead, but sleepeth ; and we 
watch, but must Weep, too, sometimes, for the night is cold 
and lonely ia the place of tombs. 

Nature has appeared dressed in her veil of snowy flowers for 
the bridal. We have seen her brooding over her joys, a young 
mother in the pride and fulness of beauty, and then bearing her 
offspring to their richly ornamented sepulchre, and lately ob- 
served her as if kneeling with folded hands in the stillness of 
prayer, while the bare trees and frozen streams bore witness 
to her patience. 

O, much, much have we seen, and a little learned. Such ia 
the record of the private mind ; and yet, as the bright snake- 
skin is cast, many sigh and cry, — 
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But for ourselves, we find there is kernel in tbe nut, though 
its ripening be deferred till the late frosty weather, and it 
prove a hard nut to crack even then. Looking at the indi- 
vidual, we see a di'gree of growth, or the promise of such. 
In the child lliej-e is a force whiuli will outlast the wreck, and 
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rntcb at last the promised share. The good man, once mused 
from his moral letliargy, shall make atonement for his ikolt; 
nnd endure a penance that will deepen and purify his whole 
nalure. The poor lost ones daira a new trial in a new life, 
and will there, we trust, seize firmer hold on the good for the 
esperience they have had of the bad. 



TUlw 






1 paper. 



The seeming losses are, in truth, but as pruning of the vine 
lo make the grapes swell more richly. 

But how is it with those larger individuals, the nations, 
and that congress of such, the world? We must take a 
broad and superficial view of these, aa we have of private life ; 
and in neither case can inore be done. The secrets of the 
confessional, or rather of ihe shrtne, do not 
unless in poetic form. 

So we will not try to search and mine, but only to look over 
the world from an ideal point of view. 

Here we find the same plienomena repeated ; the good 
nation is yet somehow so sick at heart that you are not sure 
its goodness will ever produce a harmony of life ; over tho 
young nation, (our own,) rich in energy and full of giee, brood 
terrible omena ; others, as Poland and Italy, seem irrecover- 
ably lost. They may revive, but we feel as if it must ba 
under new forms. 

Forms come and go, but principles are developed and dis- 
played more and more^ The caldron simmers, and so great is 
the fire that we expect it soon to boil over, and new fatea 
appear for Europe. 

Spain is dying by inches ; England shows symptoniB of 
having passed her meridian ; Austria has taken opium, but 
she must awake ere long ; France is in an uneasy dream — ■ 
^he knows she has been very sick, has had terrible remedies 
administered, and ought to be getting thoroughly well, which 




t'lBST OP JANUAET. 2S3 

•he is not. ' Lmris Flulippe watciies by her |Hiluw, doses aad 
bleed.i her, so that she cannot fiiirly try faer stirength, ttD J find 
whether aomethmg or nothmg has been doue. But Loui^ 
Philippe and Metiernich musi soon, in the course of ualurc, 
leave this scene ; and then there wil! be none to keep out air 
and light from the chamber, and the padents wilt be roused 
and ascertain their true condition. 

No power is in the ascending course except Che Russian; 
and that has such a condea.'^tioii of brute force, animated by 
derpolic will, that it seems sometimes as if it miglit by and 
by stride oyer Europe and face us across ihe water. Tlien 
would be opposed to one unotber the two extremes of Autoc- 
racy and Democracy, and a trial of strength would ensue be- 
tween the two principles more grand and full than any ever 
seen on this planet, and of which the result must be to bind 
matikind by one chain of convictions. Should, indeed. Des- 
potism and Democriicy meet as the two slaveholdJng powers 
of the world,'the result can hardly be predicted. But there is 
room in the intervening age for many changes, and the czars 
profess to wish to free their serfs, as our planters do to free 
iheir slaves, and we suppose with equal sincerity ; but the 
need of sometimes professing such desiies is a deference to 
the progress of principles which bid fair to have their era yoL 

We-bope such an era steadfastly, notwithstanding the deeds 
:uf darkness that have made this year forever memorable in 
our annals. Our nation has indeed shown that the lust of 
gain is at present her ruling passion. She is not only resolute, 
but shameless, about it, and has no doubt or scruple as to lay- 
ing aside the glorious office, assigned her by fate, of herald 
of freedom, light, and peace to the civilized world. 

Yet we mnst not despair. Even so the Jewish king, 
crowned with all gif^s that Heaven could bestow, was intoKi- 
cated by their plenitude, and went astray afler the most 
worthless idois. But he was not permitted Co forfeit finally 
•the poBJtiou designed for liim.' be was drawn or dragged bitck 
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lo it; and SO shall it be with this nation. There are trials in 
store nhich shall amend us. 

We must believe that the pure blood shown in the time of 
onr revolatioa still glows in the hi^art ; but the body of our 
nation is full of foreign elements. A large proportion of our 
citizens, or their parents, carae here for worldly advantage, 
and have never raised their minds to any idea of destiny or 
duty. More money — more land! are all the watchwords 
they know. They have received the inheritance earned by 
the fathers of the revolution, without their wisdom and vir- 
tae lo use it. But this cannot last. The vision of those 
prophetic muIs must be realized, ehe the nation could not 
exist; every body tnust at least " have soul enough to save 
the expense of sail," or it cannot be preserved alive. 

What a year it has been with as ! Texas annexed, and 
more annexations in store ; slavery perpetuated, as the most 
striking new feature of these movemenU;. Such are the fruits 
of American love of liberty ! Monnons murdered and driven 
out, as an expression of American freedom of conscience ; 
Cassius Clay's paper expelled from Kentucky ; that is Amer- 
ican freedom of the press. And all these deeds defended on 
the true Russian grounds, " We (the stronger) know what 
you (the weaker) ought lo do and be, and it tAaS be so." 

Thus the principles which it was supposed, sonie ten jeArs 
back, had begun lo regenerate the world, are left without a 
trophy for this past year, except in the spread of Ronge'a 
movement in Germany, and that of associative and commu- 
nist principles both here and in Europe, which, let the world- 
ling deem as he will about their practicability, he cannot 
deny to be animated by faith in God and a desire for the good 
of man. We must add to ihese ihe important symptoms of 
the spread of peace principles. 

Meanwhile, if the more valuable spring of action seem to 
lie dormant for a time, there is a constant invention and per- 
fiection of ihe means of action and communication which see 
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to sfty, " Do but wail patiently ; tbei-c is sonmthing of 

1 be done by and by, and oil is preparing 
to be universAlty known and used at once." Else wb:il 
magnetic telegraphs, steamers, and rail-cars traversing 
rood of land and ocean, phonogra)ihy and the mingling of all 
literatures, til! North embraces South and Denmark lays her 
bead upon the lap of Italy? Surely there would not be all 
this pomp of preparation as to the means of 
less there were tike to be something worthy 
[ cated. 

Amid tiie signs of the breaking down of barriers, we may 
mention the Emperor Nicholas letting his daughter pass from 
the Greek to the Roman church, for the sake of marrying her 
to the Austrian prince. Again, similurity between him and 
us ; he, too, is shameless ; for while he signs this marriage 
contrtct with one hand, he holds the knout in the other to 
drive the Soman Catholic Poles into the Greek cliurcb. 
But it is a fatal sign for his empire. 'Tis but the first step 
that costs, and the Russians maj' look back to the marriage 
of the Grand Duchess Olga, as the Chinese will to llie can- 
nonading of the English, as the first sign of dissolution in the 
present form of national lite. 

A similar token is given by the violation of etiquette of 
which Mr. Polk is accused in his message. Ht', at the head 
of a government, speaks of governments and their doings 
straightforward, as be would of persons, and the tower, strong- 
hold of the idea of a former age, now propped up by eti- 
quettes and civilities only, trembles to its foundation. 

Another sign of the times is the general panic which the 
decay of the potato causes. We believe Ibis is not without a 
providential meaning, and will call attention still more to the 
wants of the people at large. New and more providenf reg- 
ulations must be brought out, that they nmy not again be led 
with only a potato between them and starvation. By another 
of these wliiinsiai! cuiiicidenoes between the histories of Aiia- 
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tucracy anil Dumocracy, tlie supply of truffle* b ako Taiiing 
The land is losing the "nice Ibinga" Ihat the qaeen (tmly » 
young queen) thought might be ealen in place of bread. 
Does not this indicate a period in which it will be felt that 
there must be provision for all — iImj rich shall not hare then 
truffles if the poor ure driven to eat nettle^ as the French 
and Irish have in bygone ages ? 

The poem of which we here give a prose translation lately 
i^peared in Germany. It is written by Moriiz Hartmann, and 
contains the gut of the matter. 

Mistress Potato. 

There was a wreat stately house fiiU of people, who have 
been running in and out of its lofty gales ever since the gray 
thnes of Olympus. There they wept, laughed, shouted, 
mourned, and, like day and night, came the usual changes of 
joys with plt^ues and sorrows. Hnunting titiit great bouse 
up and down, making, baking, and roasting, covering and wait' 
ing on the table, has there lived a vast number of yeaiB ft , 
loyal serving maid of the olden time — ^her name was U rs. . 
Potato. Sbe was a still, little, old mother, who wore nabst(k> i 
bies or laces, but always bad to be satisfied with her plaiii, 
every-day clothes ; and unheeded, nnhonored, oftentimes jeered 
at and fbi^tten, she served all day at llie kitchen fire, and 
fllepl al ni^t in the worst room. When she brought the dishes 
to table she got rarely a thankful glance; only at times some 
very poor man would in secret shake kindly her hand. 

Generation after generation pasaed by, as the trees blossom, 
bearfhiil, and wither: but faithful remained the old housemaid, 
ftlw^% the servant of the last heir. 

But one morning — hear what happened. All the people 
came to table, and lo '. there was nothing to eat, for onr good 
old Mistress Potato had not been able to rise from her bed. 
She felt sharp pains creeping through her poor old bones. 
No wonder she was worn out at last ! She had not in all her 
life dared lake a day's resl, lest so the ptwr should starve 
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[ Infleed, it ia wonilertbl that her good will should have kept her 
1 (tp so long. She must have had a great -coustitution to begin 
, With. 

The gueata had to go away withoul breakfesl. They 
1 little troubled, but hoped to make op for it at ditiner 
time. But dinner time came, and the tuble was eraptj ; and 
then, indeed, they began to inquire about the welfare of Cook- 
maid Fotuto. And up into her dark chamber, where she lay 
on her poor bed, eaioe great and Itltle, young and old, to ask 
afVer the good creature. "What can be done for her?" 
*" Bring warm clothes, medicine, a better bed." "Lay aside 
your work to help her." " If she dies we shall never again 
he able to fill the table;" and now, indeed, they sang Ler 
praisea. 

0, what a fu^ about the sick bed in that moi^t and mooldy 
chamber ! and out doors it was just the same — priests with 
their masses, processions, and prayers, and all the world 
ready to wallt to penance, if Mistress Potato eould but be 
wived. And the doclora in their wigs, and counsellors in 
masks of gravity, sat there to devise some remedy to avert 
this terrible ill. 

As wlien a most illustrious dame is recorsring from birth 
of a son, so now bulletins inform tlie world of the health of 
Mistress Potato, and, not content with what they thus learn, 
touriei's and lackeys besiege the door; nay, the king's coach 
is stopping fliirre. Yes ! yes ! the humble poor maid, 'tis 
jibont her they are all so frightened ! Who would ever have 
believed it in days when the table was nicely covered? 

The gentlemen of pens and hooks, priests, kings, lords, and 
ministers, ali have senses lo scent our famine. Natheless 
Mistress Potato gets no better. May God help her for the 
sake, not of such people, but of the poor. For the great it is a 
token they should note, that all must crumble and fall to ruin, 
if they will Woit and weary to death the poor maid who eooka 
in the bilchen. 

19 
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She lived for you in the dirt and ashes, provided dally foi 
poor and rich ; you ought to humble jourselves for her sake, I 
Ah, could we hope that you wonld take a hint, and next time ' 
pay some heed to The housemaid before she is worn and 
wearied to death ! 



So sighs, rather than hopes, Moritz Hartmann. The wise min- 
isters of England, indeed, seem much more composed than he 
supposes them. They are like the old nian who, when be eaw 
the aralanche coming donm upon his village, said, " It is com- ' 
ing, but I shall have time to 6U my pipe once more." Se 
went in to do so, and was buried beneath the ruius. But Sir i 
Bobert Peel, who is so deliberate, has, doubtless, manm 
Store for lliose who have lost tiieir customary food. 

Another sign of the times is, that there are left on the ' 
earth none of the last dynasty of geniuses, rich in so many 
imperial heads. The world is full of talent, but it flows 
downward lo water the plain. There are no towering heights, 
no Mont Blancs now. We cannot recall one great genina at 
this day living. The time of prophets is over, and the era 
they prophesied mu^t be at band ; in its conduct a larger pro- 
portion of tbe human race shall take part than ever before. < 
As prime ministers have succeeded kings in the substantiale 
of munarcby, so now shall a house of representatives succeed 

Altogether, it looks as if a great time was coming, and that 
time one of democracy. Our country will play a ruling part, i 
Her eagle will lead the van ; but whether to soar upward (o 
the sun or to stoop for helpless prey, who now dares promise? j 
At present she has scarce achieved a Roman nobleness, a I 
man liberty ; and whether her eagle is less like the vulture, ] 
and more like the Phoenix, than was the fierce Soman bird, i 
wB dare not say. May the new year give hopes of the h 

r, even if the bird need first to be purified by fire. 

Jhn. 1, 1846. 
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It naa a beautiful cuatom among some of the Indian tribes, 
once a year, to extiiignish all the fires, and, by a day of fast- 
ing and profound devotion, to propitiate the Great Spirit for 
the coming year. They then jiroduced sparks by friction, and 
lighted up afreali llie altar and the heurth with the new fire. 

And this fire was considered as the most precious and sacred 
gift frara one person lo another, binding them in bonds of 
inviolate friendship tor that year, certainly ; with a hope that 
the same might endure through life. From the young to the 
old, it was a token of the highest respect ; from the old to the 
young, of a great espectation. 

To us would that it might be granted to solemnize the new 
year by the menial renovation of which ihia ceremony was the 
eloquent symbol. Would that we might extinguish, if cnly for 
a day, those fires wlier". an uninformed religious ardor has led 
to human sacrifices ; which have warmed tlie household, but, 
also, prepared pernicious, more than wholesome, viands for 

The Indian produced the new spark by friction. It would 
be a still more beautiful emblem, and expressive of the more 
extended powers of civilized men, if we slionld draw the spark 
from the centre of our system and the source of light, by means 
of the burning glaas. 

Where, then, is to be found the new knowledge, the new 
thought, the new hope, that shall begin a new year in a spirit 
not discordant with "the acceptable year of the Lord"? 
Surely tliere must be such existing, if latent — some sparks 
af new fire, pure from ashes and from smoke, worthy to be 
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offered as a new gear's gift. Let ua look at the sigos i>f tlie ] 
tifflee, to see in what spot this fire eliall be sought — on wl 
fuel it may be fed. The ancients poured out libations of the ( 
choices ju e of u h o express tlieir gratitude to the Powei 
that had n bl d 1 n o be sustained from her bosom. They i 
enfranch d 1 t?« o how that devotion to the gods induced 
a Bjnipa hj » h m n 

Let u look abou a to see with what rites, what acts of 
devotion hu> mod n Christian nation greets the appreadi 
of the new year ; by what signs she denotes the clear mom> 
ing of a better daj', such as may be expected when the eagle 
has entered into coTenaiit with the dove. 

This last week briu^ tidings that a portion of the inhab- 
itants of Illinois, the rich and blooming region on which every 
gift of nature has been lavished, to encourage the industry and 
brighten the hopes of man, not only refuses a libation to the 
Power that has so b)es.'<ed their Holds, but declares (hat tba 



dew is theirs, and the sunlight ia the 
and for themselves, acknowledging i 

One man has freed a slave ; but i 
is now busy in contriving 



-Ihat 



they live tram 



great pert of the natj 
that may best rivet the 
I those now chained, and forge them strongest for 
millions yet unborn. 

Selfishness and tyranny no longer wear the mask; they 
walk liaughtily abroad, affronting with their hard-hearted 
boasts and brazen resolves the patience of the sweet heavens. 
Ifational honor is trodden under foot for a national bribe, and 
neither sex nor age defends the redreaaer of injuries from the 
rage of the injurer. 

Yet, amid these reports which come flying on the {>aper- 
wings of every day, the scornful laugh of the gnomes, who i 



• [In refusing tc 



peal wliat an 



ethnically and significantly termed ..... 
ment of cclnrcd men, and their tiphta , 
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> be;^n to belicTe they can buy all souls with (heir gold, was 
. checked n moment when the aged knight" of ths better ciiuiie 
• answered the challenge — truly in keeping with tlie"ehiv- 
alry " of the time — " You are in the wrong, and I will kick 
you," by holding the hands of the chevalier till those around 
Mcured hiiii. We think the man of old must have held him 
with his eye, as physicians of moral power can insane patients. 
G-reat as are bis exploits for his age, he cannot have much 
bodily strength, unless by miracle. 

The treatment of Mr. Adams and Mr. Hoar seems to show 
that we are not fitted to emulate the savages i 
for the new fire. The Indiana knew how to 
old and the wise. 

Among the manifestos of the day, it is impossible not to 
respect that of the Mexican minister for the manly indigna^ 
tion with which he has uttered truths, however deep our mor- 
tiScation at hearing them. It has been observed for the lasit 
fifty years, that (he tone of diplomatic con-espondence was 
much improved, as 1o simplicity and directness. Once, diplo- 
macy was another name for intrigue, and a paper of this sort 
wa.s expected to be a mesh of artful phrases, through which 
the true meaning might he detected, hut never aciually 
grasped. Now, here is one where an occasion being aiforded 
by the unutterable folly of the corresponding party, a minister 
speaks the truth as it lies in his mind, directly and plainly, as 
man speaks to man. His statement will command the sym- 
pathy of the civilized world. 

As to the state papers that have followed, they are of a 
nature to make the Austrian despot sneer, as he counts in his 
oratory the woollen stockings be has got knit by imprisoning 
all the free geniuses in his dominions. He, at lea-^t, only ap- 
peals to the legitimacy of blood ; these dare appeal to legiti- 
macy, as seen from a moral point of view. History will class 
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Eiich claims with the brags of sharpers, who bully thei 

about their honor, while they stretch forth their handa for the 

gold they have won with loaded dice. " Do yon dar 



the dice are loaded P 
injartng my honor." 

The Mexican mafcea 
honor ; • the girl f i 
freedom ; the delcgat 



: it ; and I witi ehoot you for 



s on the page of American 
1 the Kentucky prison on that of her 
! of Massachusetts, % on that of her 
union. Ye stars, whose image America has placed upon her 
banner, answer us ! Are not your unions of a different sort ? 
Do they not work to other results ? 

Yet we cannot lightly he discouraged, or alarmed, as lo the 
destiny of our country. The whole history of its discovery 
and early progress indicates too clearly the purposes of 
Heaven with regard la it. Could we relinquish the thought 
that it was destined for the scene of a new and illustrious act 
in the great drama, the past would be inexplicable, no lesa 
than the future without hope. 

Last week, which brought us so many unpleasant notices i 
of home affairs, brought also an account of the magnificent I 
telescope lately perfected by the Earl of Rosse. With met 
of observation now almost divine, we perceive that some of 
the brightest star^ of which Sirius is one, have dark compan- 
ions, whone presence in, by earthly spectators, only to be de- 
tected from the inequalities they cause in the motions of theii 
radiant companions. It was a new and most imposing illus- 
tration how, in carrying out the divine scheme, of which w« 
have as yet only F>pelled out the few first lines, the dark ta 
made lo wait upon, and, in the full result, harmonize with, the 
bright. The sense of such pervasive analogies should enlarge 
patience and animate hope. 
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Yet, if offences must come, woe be to tbose by whona Ihey 
le ; and that of men, who sin against a. beritage like ours, 
is as that of ibe backsliders among tbe chosen people of the 
elder day. "We, too, have been chosen, and plain indications 
been given, by a wonderful conjiinciiim of auapidoos inllu- 
i, that the ark of human hopes luis been placed for the 
present in our charge. Woe be to tboaa who betray this 
trust ! On their beads are to be heaped the curses of unnum- 
bered ages I 

Can he sleep, who in this past year has wickedly or lightly 
committed acts calculated to injure the few or many ; who 



has poisoned the ears and the 
informed ; who has steeped i 
who has put back, as far as ii 
of general good and happint 



i hearts he might have rightly 
tears the cup of thousands; 
him lay, the accompUshment 
j for the sake of his selfish 
aggrandizement or selfish luxury ; who has sold to a party 
what was meant for mankind P If such sleep, dreadful shall 
be the' waking. 

" Deliver us from evil." In public or in private, it is easy 
to give pnin — hard to give pure pleasure ; easy to do evil — 
hard to do good. God does his good in the whole, dei^pite of 
bad men ; hut only from a very pure mind will he permit 
original good to proceed in the day. Happy those who can 
feel that during the past year, they bave, to the best of their 
knowledge, refrained from evil. Happy liiose who determine 
to proceed in this by the light of conscience. It is but a 
spark ; yet from tliat spark may be drawn fire-light enough 
for worlds and systems of worlds — and that light is ever 



And with this thought rises again the memory of the fair 
lines that light has brought to view in the histories of some 
men. If the nation tends to wrong, there are yet present the 
ten just men. The hands and lips of this great form may be 
impure, hut pure blood flows yet within her veins — (he blood 
of ihe noble bands who lirst sought these shores from llie 
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ion, but leach them and 
their cbildreu and ours 
□e soul ; and if we act 



British iaies and France, for conscience eaJu;. Too many 
have come since, for bread alone. We cannot blame — we 
rauat not reject lliem ; bnt let us teach them, in giving them 
iM-ead, to prize that salt, too, without which all on earth must 
lese its Eavor. Ye^ ! let us teach them, not rail at their inev- 
itable ignorance and unenlightened a> 
their children as our own ; if we do si 
may yet act as, one body obedient to 
rightly now, that soul a pure soul. 

And ye, sable band*, forced hither against your will, kept 
down here now by a force hateful to nature, a will alien from 
God ! It does sometimes seenl as if the avenging anget wore 
your hue, and would place in your hands the sword to punish 
the cruel injustice of our fathers, the selfish perversity of tha 
sons. Yet are there no means of atonement ? Must the 
innoccDt sufier with the guilty ? Teach us, O All- Wise, the 
clew out of this labyrinth ; and if we faithfully encounter its 
darkness and dread, and emerge into clear light, wilt thou not 
bid us " go and sin no more " ? 



Meanwhile, let 
along the slippery road, 
what matters it thnt we 
The promise is sure : — 



If V 



we can, picking our tlept- 
keep the right direction, 
\ througli so much mud ? 



Angels shall free the feet from stain, tn their own hue of 
If, undismayed, we reach the hills where the true oUvea 



The olive groves, which we must seek in cold and damp, 
Alone can yield us oil for a perpetual lamp. 

Then sound again the golden horn with promise ever new ; 

The princely deer will ne'er be caught by those that stack 
pursue ; 

Let the " While Doe " of aiigr:! hopes be always kept in view. 
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Yea I sound a|^in the bom — of hope the golden horn I 
Answer it, flutes and pipes, from valleys still and lorn ; 
Warders, from jour high towers, with trumps of silver scorn, 
And harps in maidens' bowers, wi[h strings from deep beartg 

a the bom — of hope the golden born ! 

There is still hope, there is still an America, while private 

! ruled by tbe Puritan, by the Huguenot consci«i- 

tiousneas, and while there are some who can repudiate, not 

their debts, but the supposition that they will not strive to 

pay their debts to their age, and to Heaven, who gave them 

, R share in its great promise. 



1 



ST. VALENTINE'S DAT. 



This merry season of light jokes and lighter love-tokens, in 
which Cupid presenta the feathered end of the dart, as if he 
meant to tickle before he wounded the captire, has always 
had a great charm for me. When hut a child. I saw Alkton'e 
picture of the " Lady reading a Valentine," and the mild 
womanlineBS of the picture, so remote from passion no less 
than vanity, so eapabla of tendernesa, so chastely timid in its 
self-pOHseBsion, has given a color to the gayest thoughts con- 
nected with the day. From 'the ruff of AJislon's Lady, whose 
clear starch is made to express all rosehud thoughts of girlish 
retirement, the soft unfledged hopes which never yet were 
tempted from the nest, to Sam Weller's Valentine, ia indeed 
a hroad Biep, but one which we can take without material 
change of mood. 

But of all the thoughts and pictures asBOcialed with the day, 
none can surpaas in interest those furnished by the way in 
which we celebrated it last week. 

The Blooraingdale Asylum for the Insane is conducted on 
the most wise and liberal plan known at the present day. Its 
superintendent. Dr. Earle, has had ample opportonily to 
observe the best modes of managing this class of diseases both 
here and in Europe, and he is one able, by refined sympathies 
and intellectual discernment, to apply the best that is known 
and !o discover more. 

Under his care the beautifully situated establishment at 
Bloomingdale loses every sign of the hospital and the prison, 
Dot long since tliouglit to be inseparable from such a place. 
(226) 
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It is a houae of refuge, where chose too deeply wounded or 
disturbed in body or spirit lo keep up that semblnnce or de- 
gree of sanity which the conduct of afihirs in the world at 
large demands, may be soothed by gc-ntJe care, intelligent 
Bympathy, and a judicious attention to their pbysi<al welfare, 

health, or, at least, into tranquillity. 

Dr. Earle, in addition to modes of turning the attention from 
causes of morijid irritation, and promoting brighter and juster 
thoughts, which he uses io common with other institutions, has 
r delivered a course of lectures to the patients. We 
were present at one of these some weeks since. The subjects 
touched upon were, often, of a nature to demand aa close at- 
n audience of regular students (not college students, 
but real students) can be induced to give. The large assem- 
bly present were almost uniformly silent, to appearance inter- 
ested, and showed a power of decorum and self-government 
often wanting among those who esteem themselves in healthful 
mastery of their morals and manners. We saw, with great 
satisfaction, generous thoughts and solid pursuits offei-ed, as 
well as light amusement?, for the choice of the sick in mind. 
For it is our experience that such sickness arises as oflen from 
want of concentration as any other cause. One of the noblest 
youths that ever trod this soil was wont to say, " he was never 
tired, if he could ouly see far enough." He is now gone 
where his view may be less bounded; but we, who stay be- 
hind, may take the hint that mania, no less than (he commonest 
forms of prejudice, bespeaks a mind which does not see far 
enough to correct partial impressions. No doubt, in many 
cases, dissipation of thought, after attention is once distorted 
into some morbid direction, may be the first method of cure; 
but we are glad to see otbers provided for those who are ready 
for them. 

Sl Valentine's Eve had been appointed for one of the 
dancing parlies at the institution, and a few friends from '' iha 
world's people " invited to be pi'csenL 
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At an early boiir the company a^isembled in the well-ligbted I 
hall, still gracefully wreathed ivith its Christmas evergree 
the music struck up and the company entered. 

And these are the poojile who, half a century ago, would ^ 
liave been chained in solitary cells, screaming out their 
gnlsh till silenced by threats or blows, lost, forsaken, hopeless, I 
a blight to earth, a libe! upon heaven I 

Now, they are many of them happy, all interested. Even 
those who are troublesome and subject to violent excitement 
in every-day scenes, show here that the power of self-control 
is not lost, only lessened. Give them an impulse strong 
enough, favorable circumstances, and they will begin to use it 
again. They regulate their steps to niuHic; ihey restrain 
dieir impatient impulses from respect to themselves and to 
others. The Power which shall yet shape order from all dis- 
order, and turn ashes lu beauty, as violets spring up from 
green graves, hath them also in its keeping. 

Thd party were well dressed, with care and taste. The 
dancing was better than usual, because there was less of afieo- 
tation aud ennui. The party was more entertaining, because 
native traits came out more clear from the disguises of vauity 
and tact. 

There was the blue-stocking lady, a mature belle and bel- 
espriL Her condescending graces, her rounded compliments, 
her girlish, yet " highly intellectual " vivacity, expressed no 
le^s in lier head-dre^s than her manner, were just that touch 
above the common with which the illustrator of Dickens baa 
thought fit to heighten the charms of Mrs. Leo Hunter. 

There was the travelled Englishman, aufciit to every thing 
beneath the moon and beyond. W^iih bis clipped and g^ib 
phrases, bis bundle of conventionalities carried so neally 
under his arm, aud his " My deiu- sir," in the perfection «f 
cockney dignity, what better could the mo3t select dinner 
pwiy furnish us in the way of distinguished strangerbood ? 

There was the hoidenish young girl, and the decoroaa; 
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Slegant lady smoothing down " the wild little thing." There 
was the Earcaatic observer on the foUj of the rust ; in thai, 
the greatest fool of all, unbeloyed and unloving. In con- 
it to this were characters altogether lovely, full of all sweet 
aflectioDE, whose bells, if jangled out of tune, still retained 
theii- true tone. 

One of the best things of the evening was a dance impro- 
Tised by two elderly women. They asked the privilege of 
the floor, and, a suitable measure being played, performed this 
dance in a style lively, characteristic, yet moderate enough. 
It was true dancing, like peasant dancing. 

An old man sang comic songs in the style of various nations 
and charneters, with a dramatic espression that would have 
commanded applause " on any stage." 

And all was done decently and Jn order, each biding his 
time. Slight Hymptoras of impatience here and there were 
easily soothed by the approach of this, truly " good physi- 
cian," the touch of whose hand seemed to possess a talismanic 
power to soothe. We doubt not that all went to their beds 
nxhilarated, free &om irritation, and more attuned (o concord 
than before. Good bishop Valentine ! thy feast was well 
kept, and not without the usual Jokes and flings at old bach- 
elors, the exchange of sugar-plums, mottoes, and repartees. 

This is the second festival I have kept with those whom 
society has placed, not outside her pale, indeed, but outside 
the hearing of her benison. Christmas I passed in a prison 1 
There, too, I saw marks of the miraculous power of love, 
when guided by a pure faith in the goodness of its source, and 
intelligence as to the design of the creative intelligence. I 
saw enough of its power, impeded as it was by the ignorance 
of those who, eighteen hundred years after the coming of 
Christ, still believe more in fear and force : I saw enough, I 
say, 1/ this power to convince me, if I needed conviction, that 
love is hideed omnipotent, as He said it was. 

A companion, of that delicate nature by which a scar is felt 
2(» 
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lis a wound, was saddened by the thought how very little c: 
partialities, undue emotions, and manias need to be exagger> 1 
ated to entitle us to rank among madmen. I cannot v 
Eo. Bather let the sense that, with all our faults and lollies, 
there ia still a sound epot, a presentiment of eventual health 
in the inmost nature, embolden us to hope, to know it is tb 
A great thinker has spoken of the Greek, i 
' a self-renovating character." But we ar 
will but think so. For the mentally or 
there is no irreparable ill if the principle of 
And it can never he finally be- 



same with alh 

highest praise, b 

all Greeks, if v 

morally ii 

life can but be aroused. 

numbed, except by our owi 

One of the famous pictures at Munich is of a madhouse. 
The painter has represented the moral obliquities of society 
exaggerated into madness ; that is to say, self-indulgence has, 
in each instance, destroyed the power to forbear the ill or to 
discern the good. A celebrated writer has added a little 
book, to be used while looking at tbe picture, and drawn in- 
ferences of universal interest. 

Such would we draw ; such as this I Let no one dare to 
call another mad who is not himself willing to rank in the 
(uime class for every perversion and fault of judgment. Let 
no one dare aid in punishing another as crimioul who is not 
willing to suffer the penalty due to his own otfences. 

Yet, while owning that we are all mad, all criminal, let us 
not despair, but rather believe that the Ruler of all never 
could permit such wide-spread ill but to good ends, 
permitted to give us a field to redeem it — 



or an ill influence, and e. good receive." 

It floWE inevitably from the emancipation of our wills, the 
development of individuality in us. These aims accomplished, 
I shall yet be well; and it is ours to learn how that good 
lime may be hastened. 
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We know no sign of the times more encouraging than the 
increasing nobleness and wisdom of view as to the govern- 
ment of asylums for the insane and of prisons. Whatever is 
learned as to these forms of society is learned for all. There 
is nothing that can be said of such government that must not 
be said, also, of the government of families, schools, and states. 
But we have much to say on this subject, and shall revert to 
it again, and often, though, perhaps, not with so pleasing a 
theme as this of St. Valentine's Eve. 
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Xhg bells ring; the cannon rouse the echoes along the 
river shore ; the boja sally forth trith shouts Had little fla^, 
and crackers enough to frighten all the people tbey meet from 
sunrise to sunset The orator is conning for the last time the 
speech in which ho has vainly attempted to season wilb some 
new spice the yearly panegyric upon our country ; its happi- 
ness and glory i the audience is putting on its best bib and 
tucker, and its blandest expression to listen. 

And yet, no heart, we think, can beat to-day with one pulse 
of genuine, noble joy. Those who have obtained their selfish 
objects will not take especial pleasure in thinking of them to- 
day, while to unbiassed minds must come sad thoughts of 
national honor soiled in the eyes of other nations, of a great 
inheritance risked, if not forfeited. 

Much has been achieved in this country since the Dec- 
laration of Independence. America is rich and strong ; she 
has shown great tiileni and energy ; vast prospects of ag- 
grandizement open l)t'tore her. But the noble sentiment 
which she expressed in lier early youth is tarnished ; she has 
shown that righteousness is not her chief desire, and her 
name is no longer a, watchword for the highest hopes to the 
rest of the world. She knows^ this, but takes it very easily ; 
flhe feels that she is growing richer and more powerful, and 
that seems to sutiice her. 

These facts are deeply saddening to those who can pro- 
nounce the words "my country" with pride and peace only 
so far OS steadfast virtues, generous impulses, find their hoi 
1 that country. They cannot be satisfied with superficial 
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benefita, with luxurieti aD<l tlie means of obioiuiiig knowledge 
whith are multiplied for them. They could rejoice in full 
hands and a busy brain, if the soul were expanding and the 
heart pure ; but, the higher conditions being violated, what is 
done cannot be done for good. 

Such thoughts fill patriot minda as the cannon-peal burets 
upon [he ear. This year, which declares that the people at 
large consent to cherish and extend slavery as one of our 
"domestic institutions," takes from the patriot his home. This 
year, which attests their iitsaliate love of wealth and power, 
quenches the flame upon the altar. 

Yet there remains that good part which cannot he taken 
•iway. If nations go astray, the narrow path may always bo 
found and followed by the individual man. It is hard, hard 
indeed, when politics and trade are mixed up with evils so 
mighty that he scarcely dares touch them for fear of being 
deliled. He finds his activity checked in great natural out- 
lets by the scruples of couscience. lie cannot enjoy the free 
use of his limbs, glowing upon a favorable tide; but strug- 
gling, panting, must Hx his eyes upon his aim, and fight against 
the current to reach it. It is not easy, it is very hard just 
now, to realize the blessings of independence. 

For what is independence if it do not lead to freedom ? — 
freedom from fraud and meanness, from selfishness, from 
public opinion so far us it does not agree with the still, small 
voice of one's better self? 

Yet there remains a great and worthy part to play. This 
country presents great temptations (o ill, but also great in- 
ducemente to good. Her health and strength ai'c so remarka- 
ble, her youth so full of life, that disease cannot yet have 
iHken deep hold of her. It has bewildered her brain, made 
lier steps totter, fevered, but not yei tainted, her blood. Things 
are still in that state when ten just men may save the city. 
A few men are wanted, able to think and act upon prinriples 
of au eternal value. The safety of the country must lie in a 
2ft" 
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few Buoh men ; men who have achieved the genuine inde- 
pendence, independence of wrong, of violence, of falsehood. 

We want individuals to whom all eyes may tarn as exam- 
plea of the practicability of virtue. We want shining exam- 
ples. We want deeply-rooted charactera, who cannot be 
moved by flattery, bj fear, even by bope, for they work in 
faith. The opportunity for such men is great; they will oot . 
be burned at the stake in their prime for hearing witness to 
the truth, yet they will be teated most severely in their ad- 
herence to it. There is nothing to hinder them from learning 
what is true and best ; no physical tortures will be inflicted on 
them for expressing it. Let men feel that in private lives, 
more than in public measures, must the ealvation of the 
country lie. If that country has so widely veered from the 
course she prescribed to herself, and that the hope of the 
world prescribed to her, it must be because she had not men 
ripened and confirmed for better things. They leaned too 
carelessly on one another ; they had not deepened and puri- 
fied the private lives from which the public vitality must 
spring, as the verdure of the plain from the fountains of the 
bills. 

What a. vast influence is given by sincerity alone. The 
bier of General Jackson has lately passed, upbearing a goMeq 
um. The men who placed it there lament his departure, and 
esteem the measures which have led this country to her pres- 
ent position wise and good. The other side esteem them un- 
wise, unjust, and disastrous in their consequences. But both 
respect him thus far, that bis conduct was boldly sincere. The 
sage of Quincy ! Men differ in their estimate of his abilities 
Kone, probably, esteem his mind aa one of the first magnitudei 
But both sides, all men, are influenced by the bold integrity 
of his character. Mr. Calhoun speaks straight out what he 
thinks. So far aa this straightforwardness goes, he confers 
the benefits of virtue. If a character be nncorrrpted, what- 
ever bias it takes, it thus far is good and does good. It may 



FODTiTK OV JOLY. 






independer 



i thai 



We know not wliere to look for an example of all or many 
of the virtnes we would seek from the man who is to begin 
r dynasty that ia needed of falhera of the eounn-y. 
The country needd to be born again ; she is polluted wilh the 
lust of power, the luat of gain. She needs fathers good 
enough to be godfathers — men who will stand sponsors at 
tbe baptism with aU they possess, with all the goodness they 
can cherish, and all the wisdom they can win, to lead this 
child the way she should go, and never one step in another. 
Are there not in sehools iind colleges the boys who will be- 
come such men? Are there not those on the threshold of 
manhood who have not yet chosen the broad way into which 
the multitude rushes, led by the banner on which, strange to 
say, the royal Eagle is blazoned, together with the word Ex- 
pediency ? Let them decline that road, and take the narrow, 
thorny path where Integrity leads, though with no prouder em- 
blem than tho Dove. They may there find the needed remedy, 
which, like the white root, detected by the patient and re- 
Bolved Odysseus, shall have power to restore the herd of men, 
disguised by the enchantress to whom they had willingly 
yielded in the forms of brutes, to the stature and beauty 
of men. 
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Among the holidays of the ye^r, some portion of oui 
people borrow one from another laud. They boiTow n'hst 
they fiiin would owu, since their doing so would increase, 
not lessen, the joy aod prosperity of the present owner. 
It is a holiday not io be celebrated, as others are, with 
boast, and shout, and gay procession, but ^Dlemnly, yet 
hopefully ; in prayer and humiliation for much ill now 
existiug ; in faith that the God of good will not permit 
such ill to exist always ; in aspiration lo become his 
instruments tor removaL 

We borrow tliLs holiday from England. We know not that 
she could lend us another sucli. Her career Las been one of 
Helfish aggrandizemenL To carry her flag wherever the 
waters flow ; to leave a. strong mark of her foot[)rint on every 
shore, that she might return and claim its spoils; to main- 
tain in every way her own advantage, — is and has been her 
objeet, as much as that of any nation upon earth. The plun* 
dered Hindoo, the wronged Irish, — for ourselves we must 
add the outraged Chinese, (for we look on all that has been 
written about the right of that war as mere sophistry,) — no 
leas than Napoleon, walking up and down, in his " tarred 
great-coat," in the unwholesome lodge at St. Helena, — all 
can tell whether i«he be righteous or generous in her con- 
quests. Nay, let myriads of her own children say whether 
she will abstain from sacrificing, mercilessly, human freedom, 
ss, and the education of immortal souls, for the sake 
i of money ! We speak of Napoleon, for we must 
(236) 
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ever dei^i^e, u'ith most profound Mmlempl, ihe use ehe made 
of her power on (hat occasion. Sht; had been the chief meaDi> 
of liberating Europe from Lis tjranny, hnd, though it was for 
her own sake, we must commend aod admire her conduct and 
resolution thus .far. But tlie unhandsome, base treatment of 
her captive, has never Ijeen enough contemned. Any private 
gentleman, in chaining up the foe that had put him.self in hia 
power, would at least have given him lodging, fix>d. and 
clothes to his liking, and a civil turnkey — and a great na- 
tion could fail in this I 0, it was shameful, if only fur the 
vulgarity of feeling evinced 1 All this we say, because we 
are sometimes impatient of England's brag on the subject 
of slavery. Freedom 1 Because she has done one good 
act, is she entitled to the angelic privilege of being the 
champion of freedom ? 

And yet it is true that once she nobly awoke to a sense of 
what was right and wise. It is true that she also acted out 
that sense — acted fully, deuidedly. She was willing to 
make sacrifices, even of the loved money. She has not let 
go the truth she then laid to heart, and continues the resolute 
foe of man's trafiic in men. We must bend low to her as we 
borrow this holiday — the annivei'sary of the emancipation 
of slaves in the West Indies. We do not feel that the extent 
of her practice justifies the extent of her preaching; yet we 
must feel her to be, in this matter, an elder sister, entitled to 
cry shame to up. And if her feelings be those of a sister 
indeed, how most she mourn to see her next of kin pushing 
back, as tar as in her lies, the advance of this good cause, 
binding those whom ifac old world had awakened from its sins 
enough to loose ! But courage, sister ! All is not yet lost 1 
There is here a faithful band, determined to expiate the 
crimes that have been committed in the name of liberty. 
On this day iLey meet and vow themselves to Ihe service ; 
and, as they look in one another's glowing eyes, they redd 
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te that the end ia not yet, and that ihey, forced 



Turn that necetrity to glorioni g] 



Transn 



and Bubdue." 



Indeed, M 



Spiri^ a 

with them. 

though the 



e do not see that they " bale a jot of heart cw 
t is because they feel that the power of the Grest 
ts peculiar workings in the spirit of this age, are 
There is action and reaction all the time ; and 
I current is obvious, there are many little 
eddies and counter-currents. Mrs. Nortoa writes a poem on 
the sufferings of the poor, and in it she, as epiiiode, tunefally 
laments the sufferings of the Emperor of all the Rnssias for 
the death of a beloved daughter. And it wa« a deep grief; 
yet it did not soAen his heart, or make it feel for man. The 
first signs of his recovered spirits are in new efforts to crosb 
out the heart of Poland, and to make the Jewa lay aside the 
hereditary marks of their national existence — to them a saeri- 
fice far worse than death. But then, — Count Apraxin ii 
bnmed alive by his infuriate i-erfs, and the life of a serf is 
! dog-like, or rather machine-like, than that of our 
slaves. Still the serf can rise in vengeance — can admon- 
ish tbe autocrat that humanity may yet turn again and 

So with ns. Tbe roost shameful deed has been done that 
ever disgraced a nation, because the most contrary to con- 
Other nations have done wickedly, but 
we have suipassed them all in trampling under foot the prin- 
ciples that bad been assumed as the basis of our national ex- 
istence, and shown a HiUingness to forfeit our honor in tbe 
face of the world. 

The following stanzas, written by a friend some lime since, 
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a tlie fourUi of July, exhibit these conti-asls so forcibly, tiiat 
%e cannot do better tban insert them here : — 

Loud peal of bells aod beat of drams 

Salute approaching dawn ; 
And the deep cannon's fearful bursts 

Announce a nation's morn. 

Imposing ranks of freemen stand 

And claim their proud birth right; 
Impostors, rather 1 thus to brand 

A name they hold so bright. 

Let the day see the pageant show; 

Float, banders, to the breeze ! 
Shout Liberty's great name throughoat 

Columbia's landa and seas ! 

Give open sunlight to the free j 
■ But for Truth's equal sake. 
When night sinks down upon the land, 
Proclaim dead Freedom's wake I 

Beat, muffled drums ! Toll, funeral bell 

Nail every flag half-mast ; 
For though we fought the battle well, 

We're traitors at the last. 

Let the whole nation join in one 

Procession lo appear ; 
We and our sons lead on the front, 

Our slaves bring up the rear. 

America ia rocked within 

Thy cradle, Liberty, 
By Africa's poor, palsied hand — 

Strange inconsistency ! 
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We've dug one gmve as ileeji as Death, 

For Tyranny's black gin ; 
And dug anoliier at its side 

To Ihnisi our brother in. 

We cbailenge all ilie world aloud, — 

" Lo, Tyranny's deep grave ! " 
And all the world points back and cries, 

"Thou fool! Behold thy slave!" 

Yea, rally, brave America, 

Thy noble hearts and free 
Around tlic Eagle; as he soars 

Upward in majesty. 

One half thy emblem is the bird, 

Out-facing thus the day ; 
But wouldst thou make liim wholly thine, - 

Give him a Jtdpleu prey / 

This should be sung in Charleston at nine o'clock in the 
evening, when the drums are beard proclaiming "dead Free- 
dom's wake," as they summon to their homes, or to the cus- 
tody of tht; police, every human being with a black skin who 
is fonnd walking without a. pass from a white. Or it migfat 
have been sung lo advantage the night after Charleston bad 
shown her independence and care of domestic institutions bjr 
expulsion of Ihe venerable envoy of Maseachuaelts ! Ita 
expression would seem even more forcible than now, when 
sung eo near the facts, when the eagle soars so close above 
his prey- 
How deep the shadow ! yet cleft by light. There is a 
■current that seta towards the deep. We are inclined 
U weigh as of almost equal weight with all we have bad to 
trouble us as to liiti prolongation of slavery, the hopes titat 
may be gathered from llie course of such a man as CasdaB 
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M. Clay, — a man open to none of the accusations brought (o 
dimioish tlie influunce of abolitionists in general, for tie has 
eaten the bread wrouglit from slavery, and has shared the 
n that excuses the blindness of (he slaveholder. He 
e having authority ; no one can deny that he 
H where he is. In the prime of manhood, oi' talent, and 
a fine enthusiasm, he comes forward with deed 
and word to do his devoir in this cause, never to leave the 
field till he can take with him the wronged wretches rescued 
by hia devotion. 

Now he has made this last sacrifice of the prejudices of 
"southern chivalry," more persons than ever will be ready to 
join the herald's cry, " God speed the right ! " And we cannot 
but believe bis noble ejtample will be followed by many young 
men in the slaveholding rank-i, brothers in a uew, sacred band, 
vowed to the duty, not merely of defending, but far more 
sacred, of purifying their homes. 

Tlie event of which this day is the anniversary, affords a 
sufficient guarantee of the safety and practicability of strong 
measures for this purification. Various accounts are given to 
the public, of the state of the British West Indies, and the 
foes of emancipation are of course constantly on the alert to 
detect any unfavorable result which may aid them in opposing 
jjhe good work elsewhere. But through all statements ihe^e 
iacLs shine clear as ihe sun at noonday, that the measure was 
there carried into effect with an ease ami success, and has 
shown in the African race a degree of goodness, docility, ca- 
pacity for industiy and self-culture entirely beyond or opposed 
to the predictions which darkened so many minds with fears. 
Those fears can never again be entertained or utiered with 
the same excuse. One great example of the safety of doinif 
right exists; true, there is but one of the sort, but volumes 
may be preached from such a text. 

We, however, preach not ; [here are too many preachers 
already in the field, abler, more deeply devoted to the eauM. 
21 
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Endless are the sormons of these modern crusaders, these 
ardent " sons of thunder," wlio have pledged tliemselves never 
to stop or falter till this one black spot be purged away from 
ihe land which g:ive them hirlh. They cry aloud and spare 
not ; thej spare not others, but then, neither do they spare them- 
selves ; and sueh are ever the harbingei's of a ueiv advent of 
the Holy Spirit. Our venerated friend, Dr. Channing, sainted in 
more memories than any man who has left u? in this nineteenth 
century, uttered the last of his tones of sofl, solemn, convin- 
cing, persuasive eloquence, on this dny and this occasion. 
The hills of Lenox laughed and were glad as they heard him 
who showed in that last addre:4s (aa address not only to the 
men of Lenox, but to all men, for he was in the highest sense 
the friend of man] the unsullied purity of infaney, the indig- 
nation of youth at vice and wrong, informed and tempered 
by the mild wisdom of age. It is a beautiful fact that this 
should have been the last public occasion of his life. 

Last year a noble address was delivered by R. W. Emer- 
son, in which he broadly showed tlie juste milieu views upon 
this subject in the holy light of a high ideal day. The truest 
man grew more true as he listened ; for the speech, though it 
had the force of fact and the lustre of thought, was chiefly 
remai'kable as sharing the penelrating quality of the " etill 
small voice," most often heai'd when no man speaks. Now it 
spoke through a man ; and no personalities, or prejudices, of 
passions could be perceived to veil or disturb its silver soand- 

These speeches are on record ; little can be said that is not 
contained in them. But we can add evermora our aspirations 
for thee, O our country ! that thou mayst not long need tc 
borrow a liol^ day ; not long bave all Ihy festivals blackened 
by falsehood, tyranny, and a crime for which neither man be- 
low nor God above can much longer pardon thee. For igoo- 
rance may excuse error ; but thine — it is vain to deny it — is 
conscious wrong, and vows thee (o (he Mammon whose wages 
are endless remorse or final death. 



1 



THANKSGIVraa. 



ianst thou give thankn fnr sught tbat has been givei 
U8t aiewnrdship Ihe Maater hoped from thee ; 



Thanksgiving is peculiarly the festival day of New Eng- 
laDd. Elsewhere, other celebrations rival its attractions, but 
in that I'egion where the Puritans first returned tbanks that 
some among them had bees sustained by a great hope and 
ea.aest resolve amid the perils of the ocean, wild beasts, and 
famine, the old spirit; which hallowed the day still lingers, and 
forbids thai it should be entirely devoted to piay and plom- 
pudding. 

And yet, as there is always this tendency ; as the twelfth- 
night cake is baked by many a hostess who would be puzzled 
if you asked her, " Twelfth night after or belbre what ? " and 
the Christmas cake by many who know no other ChrlDtmas 
service, so it requires very serious assertion and proof from 
the minister to convinee his parishioners that the turkey and 
plum-pudding, which are presently to occupy his place in their 
attention, should not be the chief objects of the day. 

And in other regions, where the occasion is observed, it is 
still moi'e as one for a meeting of families and friends to the 
enjoyment of a good dinner, than for any higher purpose. 

This, indeed, is one which we want not to depreciate. If 
this manner of keeping the day be likely to persuade the 
juniors of the party that thi" celebrated Jack Horner is the 
prime model tor bi'ave boys, and that grandparents arc 
chiefly to be respected as the eivi''' "f grand feasl" yet a 
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mt«iing in the npiric of kiadnes^ howevLT dull and lilind, i§ 
not wholly without use in healiog difien:nces and promoting 
good inleutions. The InsttncL of family love, intended by 
Heaven to make those of one blood the Tarious and harmo- 
nious organs of one mind, is never wholly without good inflo- 
ence. Family love, I say, for family pride is never withoat 
bad influence, and it too oflen takes the place of its mild and 
healthy sister. 

Yet where society h at all simple, it is cheering to see the 
family circle thus assembled, if only because its patriart^haJ 
form is in itself so excellent. The presence of the children 
aDtmnlea the old people, while the respect and aiienikiii they 
demand reline the gayety of the young. Yes, it is dieering 
to see, in some lar^ room, the elders talking near the bright 
fire, while the cousins of all ages are amusing themselves ia 
knots. Here is almost all the good, and very little of tlie ill, 
that can be found in society, got together merely for amuse- 



Yet how much nobler, more exhilarating, and purer would 
be the atmosphere of that circle if the design of its pktus 
thunders were remembered by those who pariakn thi« festi- 
val ! if they dared not attend the public jubilee till private 
rrtrospect of the past year liad been tiiken in the spirit of th« 
old rtiyme, whidi we all bear in mind if not in heart,— 

"What hast [bou done th*C's woiib the doing. 
And what piiisued Ihat'a worth pursuing ? 
What soughl thou knew'Bl tliat Ihou nhnuldsl stinn, 
What dine IhoD Bbonldnt haie left uodini* > " 



A crusade needs also to be made this day into the wild places of 
t:seh heart, taking for its device, " Lord, cleanse thou me from 
secret faults; keep buck tliy servant also from pi-esumpmoiit 
sins." Would not that circle be happy as if music, from invid- 
ble agents, floated through it if each member of it considered 
Kvery othur m^ mbi-r a? a bequest from heaven i if he m|>- 
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posed tliBt the appointed uearjiesB in blood or Int was n sign 
to him that he muat exercise his gifts of every kiud as given 
pecuharl J in their behalf; that if richer in temjier, in talents, 
or in worldly goods, here was the innernioal 
circle of his poor ; thdt he roust clothe these naked, whether 
in body or mind, soothing the perverse, casling light into the 
mher, or, moat welcome task of all ! extending a 
hand at the right moment lo one uncertain of bis way ? It is 
this spirit that makes the old man to be revered as a Nestor, 
rather than put aside like a wore-out garment. It is sneh a 
spirit that Bometimes has given to the young child a ministry 
as of a parent in the house. 

But, if charity begin at home, it must not end there ; and, 
while purifying the innermost circle, let us not forget that it 
depends upon ihe great circle, and that agaiii on it ; that no 
homo cun be healthful in whir.h are not cherished seedd.of 
good for the world Ht large. Thy child, thy brother, are given 
to thee oniy as an example of what is due from thee to all 
men. It is true that, if you, in anger, call your brother fool, 
no deeds of so-called philanthropy shall save you from the 
punishment ; fur your pbiianthropy must be from the love of 
excitement, not Ihe love of man, or of goodness. But then 
you must visit the Geniiles also, and take time for knowing 
what aid the woman of Samaria may need. 

A noble Catholic writer, in the true sense as well as by 
name a Catholic, describes a tailor as giving a dinner on an 
occasion which had brought honor to his house, which, though 
a humble, was not a poor house. In his glee, the tailor was 
boasting a little of the favors and blessings of his lot, when 
suddenly a thought slung him. He stopped, and cutting away 
half the tbwl that lay before him, sent it in a dish with the 
best knive.°, bread, and napkin, and a brotltcrly message that 
was better still, to a widow near, who must, he knew, he 
Bitting in sadness and poverty among her children. Uis littlr 
daughter was the messenger. If parents followed up the 
21 • 
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indulgences hi-aped upon ihdr children at Thank.=giving din- 
ners with similar metisages, there would not be danger Ihal 
children should think enjoyment of sensual pleasures the only 
occasion that demands ThankF:giving. 

And suppose, while the children were absent on their 
errands of justice, as Ihey could not fail to think them, if they 
compared the hovels Ihey muet visit with their own comtbrt- 
able homes, their elders, touched by a sense of right, should 
be led from discussion of the rivalries of trade or fashion to 
inquiry whether they could not impart of all that was theirs, 
not merely one poor dinner onci; a year, hut all Iheir mental 
and material wealth for the benefit of all men. If they do not 
sell it all at once, as the rich young man was bid to do as a 
test of bis sincerity, they may Hnd some way in which it could 
be invested so as to show enough obedience to the law and 
the prophets to love our neighbor as ourselves. 

And he who once gives himself to such thoughts will find 
it is not merely moral gain for which he shall return thanks 
another year wiili the return of this day. In the present 
complex state of human affairs, you caoitot be kind unless you 
are wisu. Thoughts of amaranthine bloom will spring up in 
the fields ploughed to give food to sulfering men. It would, 
indeed, seem to be a simple matter at first glance, " Lovest 
thou me ? " — " Feed my lambs." But now we have not only 
to find pasture, but to detect the lambs under the disguise of 
wolves, and restore them by a spell, like that the shepherd 
used, to their natural form and whiteness. 

And for this present day appointed for Thanksgiving, we 
may say that if we know of so many wrongs, woes, and errora 
in the world yet unredressed ; if in this nation recent decisions 
have shown a want of moral discrimination in important sab- 
jecta, that make us pause and doubt whether we can join in 
the formal congratulations that we are still bodily alive, una»- 
Bailed by the ruder modes of warfare, and enriched with tfaa 
&tneBs of the land; yet, on the other side, we know of caaaei 
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not BO loudly proylaimpd why we should give ihanks. Abun- 
dantly and humbly we must render tbem for the movement, 
in tbe heart of the civilized world, allhongh it 
has not pervaded the entire fraiUR— 'for that movement of 
contrition ond love wbicb forbids men of earnest thought to 
eat, drink, or be merry while other men are steeped in igno- 
rance, corruption, and woe ; which calls the king fram liis 
tt of gold, and tbe poet from his throne of mind, (o lie 
with the beggar in the kennel, or raise him from it ; which 
says to tbe poet, " You must reform ratbei- than create a 
world," and to him of the golden crown, "You cannot long 
remain a king unless you are also a man." 

Wherever this impulse of social or political reform darts up 
its rill through the crusts of selfishness, scofT and dread also 
arise, and hang like a heavy mist above it. . But the voice of 
the rill penetrates far enough for those wlio have ears to hear. 
And sometimes it is the cose that " those who came to scoff 
remain to pray." In two articles of reviews, one ioreign and 
one domestic, which have come under our eye within the last 
fortnight, the writers who began by jeering at the visionaries, 
seemed, as they wrote, to be touched by a sense that without a 
high and pure faith none can have tlie only true vision of the 
intention of God as to the' destiny of man; 

We recognized as a happy omen that there is cause for 
thanksgiving, and that our people may be belter then they seem. 
the recent meeting to organize an associaiion for the benefit of 
prisoners. We are not, then, wholly Pharisees. We shall nol 
ask the blessing of this day in tbe mood of, " Lord, I ihfink 
thee that I, and my son, and my brother, are not as other 
men are, — not as those publicans imprisoned there," while 
the still small voice cannot make us bear its evidence that, 
but for instruction, example, and the " preventing God," every 
sin that can be named might riot in our hearts. The prisoner, 
too, may become a. man. Neither his open nor our secret 
iaalt must utterly dismay us. We will treat him as if he had 
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n Bital We will not dare to hunt Itim iotn a beibit of prey, or 1 
trample him idIo a serpent We will ^ve liim foroe ctuoiIm { 
from the table which grace from above and pHTf-ntal love be- 
h>w have spread tor ue. and perhaps he will recover from 
these ghastlj ulcers tliat deform him now. 

We were much pleased with the spiiit of ilie meeting for 
tbe benefit of prisoners, 1o which we have ju^t alluded. It 
was simple, business-like, in a serious, afiectiouate temper. 
Tbe epeakers did not make phrases or compliments — did not 
sIdt over tbe truth. Tbe audience showed a read; vibration , 
to the touch of just and tender feeling. The time was evi- 
dently ripe for this movement. We doubt not that miuiy now 
darkened souls will give thanks for tbe ray of light that will 
have been let in by this lime next year. It is but a grain of 
roostard seed, butihe promised tree will grow swiftly if tended 
in a pure spirit ; and the influence of good measures in any 
one place will be immediate in this province, as bos been tbe 
case with every attempt in behalf of another sorrowing class, 
the insane. 

While reading a notice of a successful attempt to have 
musical performances carried through in concert by tbe insane 
al Bouen, we were forcibly reminded of a similar performance 
Vie heard a few weeks ago at SiDg Sing. There the female 
prisoners joined in singing a bymn, or riiiher choral, which 
describes the last thoughts of a spirit about to be enfranchised 
from the body ; each stanza of which ends with tbe words, 
"All is well;" and they sang it — those suffering, degraded 
children of society — with as gentle and resigned an expre»- 
fiion as if they were sure of going to sleep in the arms of a 
pure mother. The good spirit that dwelt in the music made 
them its own. And shall not the good spirit of religious sym- 
pathy make them its own also, and more permanently ? We 
■hall see. Should the moraUy in^ne, by wise and gentle care, 
won back to health, as the wretched bedlamites have betiD, 
will not tbe ungeU themselves give thiuiksr' And will aay 
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mnn dare take Ihe risk of opposing plans tlint iiffbnl c-vi^n n 
chance of sucli a result ? 

Apart also froni'good that is public and raany-voiced, does 
not each of us know, in private experience, much to be thank' 
ful for? Not only the innocent and daily pleasures that we 
have prized according to our wiadum ; of the sun and starry 
skies, the fields of green, or anow scarcely less beautiful, the 
loaf eaten with an a[ipetite, the glow of labor, the gentle signs 
1 affection ; hut have not some, have not many of 
) be thankful for enfranchisement from error or 
infatuation ; a growth in knowledge of outwai-d thijigs, and 
inati'uction within the soul froui a higher so 
not acquired a sense of more refined enjoyni 
victions ; sometimes a serenity in which, as ' 
of June, all things grow, and the blossoia give 
Have we not been weaned from what w 
worthy our care ? and have not those t 



u the first days 
res place to fruit? 
unfit fur us, or un- 

1, and are not tho.^e objects seen more distinctly, which 
shall forever be worthy the purest desires of our eouls? 
Have we learned to do any thing, the humblest, in the service 
and by the iipirit of the power which meanelh all things well ? 
If so, we may give thanks, ana, perhaps, venture lo offer our 
eolicilations in behalf of those as yet leas favored by circum- 
atances. When even a few shall dare do so with the whole 
heart — for oiilv « purn heart can " avail much" in such 
prayers — liieii all shall scion be well. 
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Oca faativalB come ralher too near tt^etljer, since we have 
so few of them ; Ihanhspving, Christmas, new year's day,- 
and then none again till July. We know not but ihese four, 
with the addition of "a day set apart for fasting and prayer," 
might answer the purposes of rest and edification, hs well as 
a calendar full of saints' days, if ihey were observed in a bet- 
ter spirit. But thanksgiving is devot«d to good dinnei's ; 
Christmas and new year's days, to making presents and com- 
pliments ; fast day, to playing at cricket and other games ; 
and the fourth of July, to boasting of the past, rather than 
to plans how to deserve its benefits and secure its fruits. 

We value means of marking time by apptoinled days, be- 
cause man, on one side of bis nature so ardent and aspiring, 
is on the other so slippery and indolent a being, that be needs 
incessant admonitions to redeem the time. Time flows on 
steadily, whether he regards it or not ; j'et unless he kaep 
time, there is no music in that flow. The sands drop with 
inevitable speed, yet each waits long enough to receive, if it 
be ready, the intellectual touch that should turn it to a sand 
of gold. 

Time, says the Grecian fable, is the parent of Power; 
Power is the father of Genius and Wisdoni ; Time, then, is 
grandfather of the noblest of the human family, and we must 
respect the aged sire whom we see on [he frontispiece of the 
almanacs, and believe his scythe was meant to mow dowD 
harvests ripened for an immortal use. 

Tet the best provision made by the mind of society, at 
large, for these admonitions, soon lo^es its efUcacy, and ro- 
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qaii-es that indiTidaal earnestness, individual piety, slioulil 
continually reanimate the moat beautiful form. The world 
n arrangements whicli might more naturally 
offer good suggestions, than those of the church of Rome. 
The founders of that church stood very near a history, radi- 
ant at every page with divine light. All tlicir rites and cer- 
emonial days illustrate facts of a universal interest Bui the 
life with which piety, first, and afterwards the'genius of gi-eat 
ts, invested these symbols, waned at last, except to a 
thoughtful few. Reverence was forgolten in the multitude 
of genuflections ; the rosary became a string of beada, rather 
than a series of religious meditations, and " the glorious com- 
pany of sainto and martyrs " were not so much regarded as 
the teachers of heavenly truth, as intercessors to obtain for 
their votaries the temporal gifts they craved. 

Yet we regret that some of these symbols had not been 
more reverenced by Proteslaols, as the possible occasion of 
good thoughts. And among others we regret that the day set 
apart to commemoi'ate the birth of Jesus Should have been 
stripped, even by those who observe it, of many impressive 
and touching accessories. 

If ever there was lan occasion on which the arts could 
become all but omnipotent in the service of a holy thought, 
it is this of ihe birth of the child Jesus. In the palmy days 
of the Catholic religion, they may be said to have wrought 
miracles in its behalf; and, in our colder time, when we 
rather reflect that light from a different point of view, than 
transport ourselves into it, — who, that has an eye and ear 
faithful to the soul, is not conscious of inexhaustible beneflts 
from some of the works by which sublime geniuses have ex- 
pressed their ideas in the adorations of the Magi and th'.' 
Shepherds, in the Virgin with the infant Jesus, or that work 
which expresses what Christendom at large has not even 
begun to realize, — that work which makes us conscious, as 
we listen, why the soul of man was thought worthy and able 
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Ici uplx'ar a cross of such dreadful wHgbt — ihc Mrssiuli i>f 
Ilaudel. 

ChrUtmas would teem to be ibe day peculiarly sacred to 
cLildren, and something of tliis feeling hei'e ghows ktdulf 
nmong uB, though rather from German inftuence tlian of 
native growlii. The evergreen tree is often reared for the 
children on ChrielmaR evening, and its branehea alusler witii 
little tokens that ranj, at letist, give them a sense thai the 
world is rich, and that there are some in it who care to 
bless Ibem. It i^ a eharming sight to see their glittering 
eyes, imd well woi'Ih much trouble hi preparing the Cbri^t* 

Yet, on this occasion as on all others, we could wish to 
see pleasure offered them in a form less selQsh than it is. 
When shall we read of banquets prepai-ed for tlie halt, ilie 
lame, and the blind, on the day that is said lo have brought 
their Friend into the world? When will the children be taught 
to ask all the cold and ragged little ones, whom they have seen 
during the day wistfully gazii^g at the displays in (he shop- 
windows, to share the joys of Christmas eve ? 

We borrow the Christmas tree from Germany. Would 
that we might hut borrow with it that feeling which pervndes 
all their stories about the influence of the Christ child ; and 
has, I doubt not, — for the spirit of literature is always, though 
refined, the essence of popular life, — pervaded the conduct of 
children there I 

We will mention two of these as hiippily expressive of dif- 
ferent sides of the desirable character. One is a legend of the 
Saint Hermann Joseph. The legend runs, that (his saint, 
when a little boy, passed daily by a niche where was an 
image of the Virgin und Child, and delighted there to pay his 
devotions. His heart was so drawn towards the holy child, 
that, one daj, having received what seemed to him a ^fb 
truly precious, — lo wit, a beautiful red and yellow apple,— 
he ventured to offer it, with his prayer. To his unspeakablo 
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^liglit, tttc cliitd put Torlh its h>tnd iind took (he a]>plc. 
After ilial day. never whs it gift beMowed upon the little 
nermann tliat was not carried to tlie same place. He'needed 
notJiing for himseir, but dtidicated all his childish goods to 
the altar. 

After a while, grief comes. Hig father, who wai a poor 
man, finds it necessary fo take him from school and bind liim 
to a trade. He communicates his woes to his frieods of the 
niche, and the Virgin comforts him, like a mother, and be- 
stows on him money, by means of which he ri-ies, (not to ride 
in a gilt coach like Lord Mayor Whittington,) but to be a 
learned and lender shefiherd of men. 

Another still more touching story is that of the holy 
Rupert. Rupert was the only child of a princely hnutie, 
and had something to give besides apples. But his gen< 
erosity and liuman love were such, that, as a child, he could 
e poor children suffering without despoiling himself 
of all he had with him in their behalf. His mother whs, itt 
first, displeased at this ; bat when he replied, " They are thy 
children loo," her reproofs yielded to tears. 

Otic time, when he had given away his coat to a. poor child, 
he got wearied and belated on his homeward way. He lay 
down a while, and fell asleep. Then he dreamed that he was 
on a river shore, and saw a mild and noble old man bathing 
many children. After he had plunged them into the water, 
he would place Tlii-m on a beautiful island, where lliey looked 
white and glorious as little angels. Rupert was seized with 
strong desire to join them, and begged the old man to bathe 
him, also, in the stream. But he was answered, "It is not 
yet lime." Just then a rainbow spanned the island, and on 
its arch was enthroned the child Jesus, dressed in a coat that 
Rupert knew to be his own. And the child said to the 
others, " See this coat ; it is one my brother Rupert has just 
*ent to me. He has giv-en us many gifts from his love ; shall 
22 
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we not ask him to join us here ? " And they shouted a mnsi> 
cal^yea;" and the child started from his dream. But he 
had lain tCKi long on the damp bank of the river, without hia 
cout. A cold and fever soon sent him to join the band of his 
broth era in their home. 

These are legends, superstitions, will you say ? But, in 
casting a^ide the shell, have we retained the kernel ? Ttie 
image of the child Jesus is not seeo in the open street ; does 
his spirit find other means to express itself there ? Protes- 
tantism did not mean, we suppose, to deaden the spirit in ex- 
cluding the form ? 

The thought of Jesus, as a child, has great weight with 
children who hare learned to think of him at all. In tiiink- 
JDg of him, they form an image of all Ihttt the morning of a 
pure and fervent life should he and bring. In former days I 
knew a boy artist, whose genius, at that time, showed high 
promise. He was not more than fourteen years old ; a slight, 
pale boy, with a beaming eye. The hopes and sympathy of 
friends, gained by hia talent, had furnished him with a studio 
and orders for some pictures. He had picked up from the 
streets a hoy still younger and poorer than himself, to take 
care of the room and prepare liis eolora ; and the two boya 
were as content in their relation as Michael Angelo with hia 
Urbino. If you went there you found exposed lo view many 
pretty pictures : a Girl with a Dove, the Guitar Player 
and such subjects as are commonly supposed to interest at hia 
age. But, hid in a corner, and never shown, unless to the 
beggar page, or some most confidential friend, was the real 
object of hia love and pride, the slowly growing work of 
secret hours. The subject of this picture was Christ teaching 
1 he doctors. And in those doctors he had expressed all he 
hiid already observed of the pedantry and shallow conceit of 
ihuse in whom mature years have not unfolded the soul; ' 
and in the i hild, all he felt that early youth sliould be and 
seek, thuu^b ihu? ! his own feet failed him on the dilBitult 
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rmd. Thia one record of the youih of Jeaus bui), ai liMisI, 
been much to his mind. 

Id eaclier daji, the little sainta thought ihej' best imitnied 
the Emanuel hj giving apples tuid Wttls ; but we kuuw nut 
wlij, in our age, that esteems itself so enlighlened, they 
should not become also the gisers of spiritual gifts. Wo seu 
in them, continually, impulses that only require a goutl dirt'e- 
tion lo effect infinite good. See tlie little girls at work for 
foreign missions ; that is not useless They derole the timo 
lo a purpose that is not selHsh ; tlie horixoii of ttieir tliouglits 
is eslended. But they ore perfectly capable of bvcuitiing 
home missionaries as well. The prineipte of slun'ikrcbtbip 
would make them so. 

1 have seen a little girl of thirteen, — who had D)uuh servke, 
too, to perform, for a bard-working mother. — in the nildsl of a 
circle of poor children whom she gathered daily lo a iDorDing 
school. Slie took them from ibe door-steje and the ditclios ; 
slie washed ilieir hands and faces ; she taught litem lo read and 
to sew ; and she told them stories that had delighted her own 
infancy. In her face, though in feature and complexion plain, 
was something, already, of a Madonna sweutnese, aad it had 
no way echpaed the gayeCy of childhood. 

I have seen a boy scarce older, brought up for Bomo time 
with the sons of laborers, who, so soon as he found himself 
possessed of superior advantages, thought not of siirpiiHaing 
others, but of excelling, and then imjiarting — and be was 
able to do it. If the other boys had less leiNure, and eould 
pay for less instruction, they did not suffer for it. He could 
nut be happy unless they also could enjoy Miltnn, nnd pan! 
from nature tu natural philosophy. Hu performed, though in 
a childish way, and in no Grecian garb, the part of Apollo 
amid the herdsmen of Admetua. 

The cause of education would ho indefinitely furthered, if, 
in addition (o formal incHns, there were but this principle 
awakened in the hearts of tbi; young, that what ihey hav" 
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they mast bestow. All are not natural iiisiructorrt, but a large 
piBportion are; inid those wIjo do possess sucli h takat are 
the best possible teachers to those a little younger than them* 
eelves. Many have more patience with ibe difficulties Ihey 
have lately \e(t behind, iind enjoy their power of assistlDg 
more than llio^c Ikrther removed in age and knowledge do. 

TbeD the iatercuurse may he far more congeniftl and profit- 
able thun where the teacher receives for hire all sorts of impils, 
an they are sent him by their guardians. Here he need only 
choose those who have a predisposition for what he is best able 
to teach. And, as I would have the so-called higher iimtvue- 
tion as much diffused in this way us the lower, there would be 
a chance of awakening all the pow er that now lies latent. 

If a girl, for instance, who has only a passable talent for 
music, but who, from the advaola^ of social position, has 
been able to gain thorough instruction, fell it her duty to 
teach whomsoever she knew that had snch a talent, wilboat 
money to cultivate it, the good ia obvioiis. 

Tliose who are learning receive an immediata benefit by 
an effort to rearrange and interjiret what Ihey learn { 80 Um 
use of this justice would be twofold. 

Some etJbrls ai-e made here and there ; nay, sometimes thera 
are those who can say they have returned usury for every gift 
of fate. And, would others make the same experiments, they 
might find Ulopia not so ihr off as Ibe children of this world, 
wise in securing their own selfish ease, would persuade us it 
must always Tie. 

We have hinted what sort of ClirislmHs box we would wist 
for the children. It would be one full, as that of the ehild 
Christ must be, of the pieces of silver that were lo^t and are 
found. But Christmas, with its peculiar associations, has de«p 
interest for men, am! women too, no less. It has so in iheit 
mutual relations. At the time thus celebrated, a pure'woman 
a her child what the Son of man should be as a child of 
She anticipated for him a life of glorj- 10 God, penon 
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■nd good will to man. In every young molher'a heait, who 
has any purity of heart, the same feelings arise. But most 

of these mother? let them go without obeying iheir instruc- 
If they did nol, we should see other children — other 

Q than now fhronn; our etreeta. The boy could uot inva- 
riably disappoint the mother, the man the wife, who steadily 
demanded of him such a career. 

And man looks upon woman, in this relation, always as ho 
should. Does be sec in her a holy mother worthy to guard 
the infancy of an immortal soul ? Then she assumes in his 
eyes those traits which the Romish church loved to revere in 
Jfary. Frivolity, base appetite, contempt are exorcised ; and 
man and woman appear again in nnprafaned oonnecrion, as 
brother and sister, the childten and the servants of the one 
Divine Love, and pilgrims to a common aim. 

Were all this right in the private sphere, the public would 
Boon right itself also, and the nations of Christendom might 
join in a celebration, such as "kings and prophets waited 
fnr," and so many martyrs di<;d to acljiei'e, of Christ-Mass. 
22* 
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Ahokr those whom I met in a recent visit at Chicago wu 
Mrs. Z., the aunt of an old schoolmate, to whom I impatiently 
battened, to demand news oi* Mariana. The answer startled 
me. Mariana, so full of life, was dead. That form, the most 
rich in energy and coloring of any 1 had ever seen, liad faded 
from the earth. T)ie circle of youthful associations had given 
way in the part that seemed the stiongest. What I now 
learned of the story of this life, and whiit was by myself re- 
membured, may be bound together in this slight sketch. 

At the boarding school to which I was too early sent, s fond, 
a proud, and timid child, I saw among the ranks of the gay 
and graceful, bright or earnest girls, only one who interested 
my fancy or touched my young heart; and this was Mariana. 
She was, on ihe father's side, of Sf«inish Creole blood, but had 
been sent to the Atlantic cousi, lo receive a scliool education 
under the care of her aunt, Mrs. Z. 

This lady had kept her mostly at home with herself, and 
Mariana had gone from her house to a day school ; but the 
aunt being absent for a time in Europe, she had now been 
unfortunately committed for some time to the mercies of a 
boarding school. 

A strange bird she pi'oved there — a lonely one, that could 
not make tor itself a summer. At first, her schoolmates were 
captivHled with her ways, her love of wild dances and sudden 
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song, her freaks of passion and of wit. She wad always ntw, 
always surprising, and, for a time, charming. 

But, after a while, they tired of her. She could never be 
depended on to join in their plans, yet she expected them to 
follow out hers with their whole strength. She was very lov- 
ing, even infatuated iu her own affections, and exacted from 
those who had profe^ed any tove for her, the devotion she 
was willing to bestow. 

Yet there was a vein of haughty caprice in her character; 
a love of solitude, which made her at times wish to retire 
entirely; and at these times she would expeci lo be thoroughly 
understood, and let alone, yet to be welcomed back when she 
returned. She did not thwart others in their humors, but she 
never doubted of great indulgecice fiom them. 

Some singular ways she had, which, when new, charmed, 
but, afler acquaintance, displeased her companions. She had 
by nature the same habit and power of excitement that is 
described in the flpinnlng dervishes of the East. Like them, 
she would spin until all around her were giddy, while her own 
brain, instead of being disturbed, was excited lo great action. 
Pausing,she would declaim verfie of others or her own; perform 
many parts, with strange catch-words and burdens that seemed 
to act with mystical power on her own fancy, sometimes stimu- 
lating her to convulse the hearer with laughter, sometimes lo 
melt him to tears. When her power began lo languish, she 
would spin again till fired to recommence her singular drama, 
into which she wove figures ft'om the scenes of her earlier 
childhood, her companions, and the dignitaries slin sometimes 
saw, with fantasies unknown to life, unknown to heaven or 

This excitement, as may be supposed, was not good for her. 
It oflenest came on in the evening, and spoiled her sleep. She 
wonld wake in the night, and cheat lier restlessness by inven- 
tions that teased, while they eometimes diverted her com- 
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She na^ also a sleep-walker; and this one truit of lier case 
did somewbat aiftrm her guardians, who, otherwise, showed 
the same profound stupidity, as to tliis peculiar being, usual id 
the overseers of llie young. They consulted a physician, who 
faid she would outgrow it, and prescribed a milk diet. 

Meantime, tlie fever of this ardent and too early stimulated 
nature was constantly increased by the restraints and narrow 
routine of the boai-ding scbool. Siie was always devising 
means to break in upon it. She had a taste, which would 
hare seemed ludicrous to her mates, if they had not felt some 
awe of her, from a touch of genius and power, that never left 
her, for costume and fancy dresses; always some sash twisted 
about her, some drapery, something odd in the ari-ungement 
of her hair and dress ; so that the methodical preceptress dared 
not let her go out without a careful scrutiny and remodelling, 
whose soherizing effects generally disappeared the moment 
she was in the free air. 

At last, a vent for her was found in private theatricals. 
Play followed play, and in these and the rehearsals she found 
entertainment congenial with her. The prindpal parts, as a 
matter of course, fell to her lot ; most of the good suggestions 
and arrangements came from ber, and for a time she ruled 
masterly and shone triumphant. 

During these performances the girls had heightened their 
natural bloom with artificial red ; this was deligiilful to them 
— it was something so out of the way. But Mariana, after 
the plays were over, kept her carmine saucer on the dressing 
table, and put on her blushes regularly as the morning. 

When stared and jeered at, she at first said she did it 
because she thought it made her look prettier ; but, after a 
while, she became ijuile petulant about it — would make no 
reply to any joke, but merely kept on doing it. 

This irritated the girls, as all eccentricity does the world in 
»1, more than vice or malignity. They talked it over 
f themselves, till they got wrought up to a' desire of 




1 for all, I 

HuviDg obtained tbe leave of the mbtress, they laid, with 
:, a plan one evening, whieh waa to bn carried latO' 
next day at dinaer. 

Among Mariana's irregularities was a great aversion to 
the meal-lime Rercmonial. So long, ao tiresome she found it, 
to be seated at a certain moment, to wait while each one was 
served at so large a table, and one where there was scarcely 
any conversation ; from day to day it became more heavy to 
her lo ait there, or go there at all. OJlen as possible alie 
excused herself on the ever-convenient plea of headache, and 
was hardly ever ready when the dinaer bel! raog. 

To-day it ibnnd her on the balcony, lost in gazing on the 
beautiful prospect. I have heard her say, afterwards, she had 
rarely in her life been so happy — and she was one wkh 
whom happiness was a still rapture. It was one of the most 
blessed summer days; the shadows of great white clouds 
empurpled the distant hills for a few moments only to leave 
ihera more golden ; the tall grass of the wide fields waved in 
the softest breeze. Pure blue were the heavens, and the same 
hue of pure contentment was in the heart of Mariana. 

Suddenly on her bright mood Jarred the dinner hell. At 
first rose her usual thought, I will not, cannot go; and thea 
the must, which daily life can always enforce, even upon the 
butterflies and birds, came, and she walked reluctantly to her 
voom. She merely changed her dress, and never thougiit of 
adding the artificial rose to her cheek. 

When slie took her seat in the dining hall, and was asked 
if she would be helped, raising her eyes, she saw the person 
who asked her was deeply rouged, with a bright, glaring spot, 
perfectly round, in either cheek. She looked at the next — tbe 
same appiuHtion ! She then slowly passed ber eyes down the 
whole line, and saw the same, with a. Mippressed snile 
fetorting every countenmice. Catching the design at onca 
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ehe deliberately looked along her own eide of [fac lablc, b1 
every schoolmale in lurn ; every one had joined ia ihe trick. 
The teachers sirove lo be grave, but ehe saw they enjoyed the 
joke. The servants could not Buppress a titter. 

When Warren Hastinga stood at the bar of Westminster 
HaU ; when (he Methodist preacher walked through a line 
of men, each of whom greeted him with a brickbat or a rot- 
ten egg, — they had some preparation for the crisis, and it 
might not be very difficult to meet it with an impassive brow. 
Our little girl was quite unprepared to Snd herself in the 
midst of a world which despised her, and triumphed in her 
disgrace. 

She had ruled like a queen in the midst of her compan- 
ions ; she had shed her animation through their lives, tuid 
loaded them with prodigal favors, nor once suspected that a 
powerful favorite might not be loved. Now, she felt that she 
had been but a dangerous plaything in the hands of those 
whose hearts she never had doubted. 

Yet the occasion found her equal to it ; for Mariana had 
the kind of spirit, which, in a better cause, had made the 
Boraan matron truly say of her death wound, " It is not pain- 
ful, Protus." She did not blench — she did not change coun- 
tenance. She swallowed her dinner with apparent composure. 
She made remarks to those near her as if she had no eyes. 

The wrath of the foe of course rose higher, and the mo- 
ment they were freed from the restraints of tlie dining room, 
they all ran off, gayly calling, and sarcastically laughing, with 
backward glances, at Mariana, left alone. 

She went alone to her room, locked the door, and threw 
herself on the floor in strong convulsions. These had some- 
times threatened her life, as a child, but of later years she had 
outgrown them. School hours came, and she was not there. 
A little girl, sent to her door, could get no answer. The 
teachers became alarmed, and broke it open. Bitter was 
their penitence and that of her companions at the state in 




which they found her. For aome hours terrible anxiety was 
feit ; but at last, Nature, exhausted, relieved herself by a deep 
Elumher. - 

From this Mariana rose an altered being. She made no 
reply to the expresaiona of aorrow from her companions, none 
to the grave and kind, but undisceruing comroents of her 
teacher. She did not name the source of her anguish, and 
its poisoned dart sunk deeply in. It was this thought which 
Btung her so. — "What, not one, not a single ore, in the hour 
of trial, to take my part ! not one who refused to take part 
against me!" Past words of love, and caresses little lieeded 
at the time, rose to her memory, and gave fuel to her distem- 
pered thoughts. Beyond the sense of universal perfidy, of 
burning resentment, she could not gel. And Mariaoa, born 
for love, now hated all the world. 

Tlie cliange, however, which these feelings made in her 
conduct and appearance bore no such construction to the care- 
less observer. Her gay freaks were quite gone, her wildne^s, 
her invention. Her dress was uniform, her manner mueh 
subdued. Her chief interest seemed now to lie in her studies 
and in music. Her companions she never sought; but tiiey, 
partly from uneasy, remorseful feelings, partly that they really 
liked her much better now that she did not oppress and puz- 
zle them, sought liei* continually. And here the black shadow 
comeji upon her life — the only staia upon the history of 
Mariana. 

They talked to her as girls, Laving few topics, naturally 
do of one another. And the demon rose within her, and 
spontaneously, without design, generally without words of 
positive falsehood, she became a genius of discord among 
them. She fanned those flames of envy and jealousy which 
a. wise, true word from a third person will often quench for- 
ever; by a glance, or a seemingly light reply, she planted the 
Bceds of dissension, till there was scarce a peaceful affection 
or sincere intimacy in th^ circle where she lived, and could 
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not but rule, for sLe was one whose nature was to iljat of the 
others aa fire to clay. 

It was at this time that I came to the school, and first saw 
Mariana. Me she charmed at once, for I waa a sentimental 
child, who, in my early ill health, had been indulged in read- 
ing noveU till I had no eyes for the commun greens and 
browns of life. The heroine of one of these, " the SanditV 
Bride," I immediately saw in Mariana. Surely the Bandit's 
Bride had just such hair, and such strange, lively ways, and 
such a sudden flash of the eye. The Bandit's Bride, too, 
was born to be "misunderstood" by all but her lover. But 
Mariana, I was determined, should be more fortunate ; for, 
until her lover appeared, I myself would be the wise and 
delicate being who could understand her. 

It was not, however, easy to approach her for this pnrpose. 
Did I offer to run and fetch her handkerchief, she was 
obliged to go to her room, and would rather do it herself. She 
did not like to have people turn over for her the leaves of the 
music book as she played. Did I approach my stool to her 
feet, she moved away, as if to give me room- The bunch of 
wild flowers which I timidly laid beside her plate was Left 
there. 

After some weeks my desire to attract her notice really 
preyed upon me, and one day, meeting her alone in the entry* 
I fell upoo ray knees, and kissing her hand, cried, "O Mari- 
ana, do let me love you, and try to love me a little." But my 
idol snatched away her hand, and, laughing more wildly than 
the Bandi''s Bride was ever described to have done, ran into 
her room. After (hnt day her manner to me was not only 
cold, but repulsive ; I felt myself scorned, and became very 
unhappy. 

Perhaps four months had passed thus, when, one after- 
noon, it became obvious that something more than commwi waa 
brewing. Dismay and mystery were written in many &oes 
of the older girls ; much whimpering was going o: 
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In the erening, aller [»-af ers, the principal bade us st^ ; 
and, in a grave, sad voice, BunnaonQd forth Mariana to an- 
T ciinrges to be made against her. 

Mariana carae forward, and leaned against the cbimaey- 
piece. Eight of the older girls came fortvard, and preferred 
against her charges — alas! too well founded — of calumny and 
&lsehood. 

My heart sank within me, aa one afler the other brought 
1^ their proofs, and I .^aw they were too strong to be resisted. 
I could not bear the thought of this second disgrace of my 
shining favorite. The firat had been whispered to me, tliou^ 
the girls did not like to talk about it. I must confess, such is 
the charm of strength to softer natureii, that neither of these 
crises could deprive Mariana of hera in my eyes. ' 

At first, she defended herself with self-posseasion and elo- 
quence. But when she found she could no more resist the 
truth, she suddenly threw herself down, dashing her head, 
with all her foree, against the iron hearth, on which a fire was 
burning, and was tolien up senseless. 

The affright of those present was great. Now that they 
hod perhaps killed her, they refiecled it would have been aa 
well if they had taken, warning from the former occasion, and 
approached very cai'cfully a nature so capable of any ex- 
treme. After a while she revived, with a faint groan, amid 
the sobs of her companions. I was on my knees by the bed, 
and held her cold hand. One of those moat aggrieved took it 
from me to beg her pardon, and say it was impossible not to 
love her. She made no reply. 

Neither that night, nor for several days, could a word be 
obtained from her,_nor would she touch food; but, when it 
was presented to her, or any one drew near for any cause, she 
merely turned away her head, and gave no sign. The teacher 
saw that some terrible nervous affection had fallen upon her 
— that she grew more and more feverish. She knew not 
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Meanwhile, a new revolution had taken place in the mind 
of the passionate but nobly-tempered child. All these mcnlha 
nothing but the sense of injury had rankled in her heart. 
She had gone on in one mood, doing what the demon 
prompted, without scruple nnd without fear. 

But at the moment of detection, the tide ebbed, and the 
bottom of her soul lay revealed to her eye. How black, how 
Btained and sad ! Strange, strange that she had not seen be- 
fore the baseness and cruelty of falsehood, the loveliness of 
truth. Now, amid the wreci, uprose the moral nature which 
never before had attained the ascendant. " Bui," she thought, 
" too late ain is revealed to me in all its deformity, and ain- 
defiled, I will not, cannot live. The mainspring of life is 
broken." 

And thus passed slowly by lier hours in thai bliick despair 
of which only youth is capable. In older years men suffer 
more dull pain, as each sorrow that comes drops its leaden 
weight into the past, and, similar features of character bring- 
ing similar results, draws up the heavy burden buried in those 
depths. But only youth has energy, with fixed, unwinking 
gaze, to contemplate grief, to hold it in the arms and to the 
heart, like a child which makes it wretched, yet is indubitably 
its own. 

The lady who took charge of this sad child had nevei 
well understood her before, but bad always looked on her with 
great tenderness. And now love seemed — when all around 
were in greatest distress, fearing to call in medical aid, fearing 
to do without it — to teach her where the only balm was to 
be found that could have healed this wounded spirit 

One night she came in, bringing a calming draught. Mari- 
ana was sitting, as usual, her hair loose, her dress the same 
robe they had put on her at first, her eyes fixed vacantly upon 
the whited wall. To the proffers and entreaties of her nurse 
Bhe made no reply. 

The lady burst into tears, but Mariana did not seem even 
to observe it. 
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The lady then said, " O my child, do not despair; do nol 
think tha.t one great fault can mar a whole life. Let mn trust 
you, let me lell you the griefs of my sad life. I will (ell tc 
you, Mariana, what I never expected lo impart to any one." 

And BO ehe told her (ale ; it was one of pain, of Ehaniu, 
borne, not for herself, but for one near and dear aa herself. 
Maiiana knew the lady — knew the pride and reseiTe of her 
nature. She had often admired to see how the cheek, lovely, 
but no longer young, mantled with the deepest hlueh of youth, 
and the blue eyea were cast down at any little emotion : ehe 
had understood the proud sensibility of the character. She 
fixed her eyes on those now raised to hers, bright with fast- 
falling tears. She heard the story to the end, and then, with- 
out saying a word, stretched out lier hand for the cup. 

She returned lo life, but it was as one who has passed 
through the valley of death. The heart of stone was quite 
broken in her, the fiery life fallen from flame to coal. When 
her strength was a little restored, she had all her companions 
summoned, and said lo them, " I deserved to die, but a gener- 
ous trust lias called me hack to life. I will be worthy of it, 
nor ever betray the truth, or resent injury more. Can you 
forgive the past?" 

And they not only forgave, b«t, with love and earnest tears, 
clasped in their arms the returning sister. They vied will) 
one another in offices of humble love to the humbled one ; 
and let it be recorded as an instance of the pure honor of 
which young liearts are capable, that these facts, known to 

I forty pereon^, never, so far as I know, transpired beyond those 
It was not long after this that Mariana was summoned 
home. She went tliither a wonderfully instructed being, 
though in waja that those whi> had sent her forth to learn 
little dreamed of. 
Never was forgotten the vow of the returning prodigal. 
Mariana could not resent, coulii not play false. The terriblt 
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ctisia irlibb she so early pas^d tlirough prubalil}' prevented 
the world from hearieg much of her. A wild lire was tamed- 
in that hour ef penitence at the boiiriling school such ad has 
ofWntimea wrapped court and eamp in its destructive glow. 

But great were the perils she had yet to undergo, for she 
waa one of thore barks which easily get beyond soundings 
and ride not lightly on the plunging billow. 

Her return to her native climate seconded the effects of in- 
ward Tevolution& The cool airs of the north had exasperated 
nerves too susceptible for their tension. Those of ihe south 
reslured lier to a more soft and indolent state. Energy gave 
place to feeling — turhuleoce to intensity of character. 

At this time, love was the natural guest ; and he came to 
her under a form that might have deluded one less ready for 
delusion. 

Sylvain was a person well proportioned ro her lot in years, 
family, and ftirtum-- His personal beauty was not great, but 
of a nol>lG d^cription. Repose marked his slow gesture, and 
the steady gaze of his large brown eye ; but it was a repose 
that would give way to a blaze of energy, when the occasioa 
called. In his stuture, expression, and heavy coloring, he 
might not unfitly be represented by the great magnolias that 
inhabit the forests of that climate. His voice, like every 
thing about him, was rich and soft, rather than, sweet or 
delicate. 

Mariana no sooner knew him than, she loved ; and her lov^ 
lovely as she was, soon excited his. But 0, it is a curse to 
woman to love first, or most! In so doing ahe reverses the 
natural relations ; and her heart can never, never be satisfied 
Kith what ensues. 

Mariana loved firsi, and loved most, for she had most force 
and variety to love with. Sylvain seemed, at first, to take 
her to himself, as the deep southern night might some fair 
star 1 but it proved not so. 

Mariana was a very inteUectual being, and she nee led conk 




panionship. This she could only have with Sjlvain, in the 
paths of pBSsion and action. Thoughts he had none, and 
little delicacy of sentimenL The gifts she loved to prepare 
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of Buch for him he took n 
held them lightly, and 
loved to have iicr near 1 
hei' nature, but cared r 
whence, that fragrance v 



ilh a sweet but indolent a 
on they fell from his grasp. He 
1, to feel the glow and fragrance of 
, to explore the little secret paths 
collected. 

Mariana knew not this for a long time. Loring so much, 
nhe imagined all the rest ; and, where she felt a blank, always 
lioped that further communion would fill it ap. When she 
found this could never be, — that there was absolutely a 
whole provini;e of her being to which nothing in his answered. 
— she was too deeply in love to leave him. Often, after passing 
hours together beneath the southern moon, when, amid the 
sweet intoxication of mutual love, she still felt the desolation 
of solitude, and a repression of her finer powers, she had 
asked herself, Can I give him up? But the heart always 
passionately answered, No ! I may be wretched witli him, but 
I cannot Tive without hira. 

And the last miserable feeling of these conflicts was, that 
if the lover — soon to be the bosom friend — could have 
dreamed of these conflicts, he would have laughed, or else 
been angry, even enough to give her up. 

Ah, weakness of the strong ! of those strong only where 
strength is weakness ! Like others, she had the decisions of 
life to make before she had light by which to make them. 
Let none condemn her. Those who hare not erred as fatally 
should thank the guardian angel who gave them more time to 
prepare for judgment, but blame no children who thought at 
arm's length to find the moon. Mariana, with a heart capa- 
ble of highest Eros, gave it to one who knew love only as a 
flower or plaything, and bound her heartstrings lo one who 
parted hi* as lightly as the ripe fruit leaves the bough, Tlie 
sequel could not fail. Many console themselves for the one 
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great mislake with their childi-en, with the world. This was 
, possible to Mariaaa. A few months of domestic life 
she still w»s almost happy. But Sflvain iheo grew tired, 
tnted business and the world : of these she had no 
knowledge, for them no faculties, lie wanted in her the 
head of his house ; she to make her heart his home. No 
compromise was possible between natures of such unequal 
poise, and which had met only on one or two points. Through 
all its stages she 

" felt 

The agonizing sense 
Of seeing love from passion melt 

Into indifTerencQ ; 
The fearful shame, that, day by day, 

Burns onward, still to burn. 
To have thrown her precious heart away, 

And met this black return," 

till death at last closed the scene. Not that she died of one 
downright blow on the heart. That is not the way such cases 
proceed. I cannot detail all the symptoms, for I was not 
there to watch them, and aunt Z., who described them, waa 
neither so &ithful an observer or narrator as I have shown 
myself in the school-day passages ; but, generally, they wera 
as follows. 

Sylvain wanted to go into the world, or let it into his house. 
Mariana consented ; but, with an unsatisfied heart, and no 
s of character, she played her part ill there. The sort 
of talent and facility she had displayed in early days were 
not the least like what is called out in the social world by the 
desire to please and to shine, tier excitement had been 
— that of the im pro visat rice, whose kindling fancy 
seeks to create an atmosphere round it, and makes ihe chain 
through wbicli to set free its electric sparks. That had been 
a time of Ki!<l and esuberant life. After her chai-iicter became 
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re tender and concentrated, strong affection or a pure 

husiasm might Btill have called out beautiful talents in her. 
But in tlie first she was utterly disappointed. The ^ecoDd 
was not roused within her mind. She did not expand into 
various life, and remained unequal; sometimes too passive, 
sometimes too ardent, and not sufficienlly occupied with 
what occupied those around her to come on the same level 
with them and embellish their hours. 

Thus she lost ground daily with her husband, who, com- 
paring her with the careless shining damies of society, wondered 
why he had found her so charming in solitude. 

At intervals, when they were left alone, Mariana wanted 
to open her heart, to tell the thoughts of her mind. She was 
so conscious of secret riches within herself, that sometimes it 
seemed, could she hut reveal a glimpse of them to the eye of 
Sylyain, he would be attracted near her again, and take h 
path where they could walk hand in hand. Sylvain, i 
intervals, wanted an indolent repose. His home ' 
castle. He wanted no scenes too exciting there- 
jousts and plays were well enough, hut no grave entt 
He liked to lounge, to sing, to read, to sleep. In fine, Sylvain 
became the kind but preoccupied husband, Mariana the 
solitary and wretched wife. He was off, continu.iUy, with hia 
male companions, on excursions or affairs of pleasure. At 
home Mariana found that neither her books nor music would 
console her. 

She was of too strong a nature to yield without a struggle 
to so dull a fiend as despair. She looked into other heaits, 
seeking whether she could there find such home as an orphan 
asylum may afford. This she did rather because the chance 
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and so k proved. Just Bs io ber ^ildi^ ^J^, tbiM^ in r 
diSer^t form, it hsppenol betwixl her and ibe«e coaiiiaiu<n& 
She coald DOI be ccnleni lo receire tbem qaietlf. bai v^« 
Etimulaied lo ihrow berselT too mudi into the tie, iato lite 
hoar, till »he filled it too futl for them. Like FottaniOk who 
eoagbt to do iMmage tu hti frietidE by buildiag a fire of diiii»- 
mon. tmt knowing that its perfuiae would be too strong fiw 
tbeir eadursoce, so did Matiaiia. What ^be wanted lo tdl 
ibej did not wish to bear ; a little had pleaded, so ntadt a 
powered, and the; preferred the free air of the ^tivet, t' 
lo Uie cinnamoD perfoine of her palace. 

However, thi$ did not sgnifj ; had tbej rlaid, it would not 
hare availed her. It wa^ a nobler road, a higher aim. eha 
■eeded now ; this did not become clear to her. 

She lost her appetite, she fell sick, had fever. SjIraiD wai 
slanned, nur^ her tenderlj; she grew better. Then In 
««re vea^ed ; he saw not the miod's disease, but lefi ber to nm 
bUo health, and recover tbe tone of ber spirits, a» -be niglM. 
Uwie eolitarr than ever, she tried to raise herself; bnl Ae 
knew not yet enosgh. The weight laid opon hiT Tonng Efe 
was a little too heavy for it. One long daj she pa^ed alon^ 
and the thoughts aod presages came too thick for her strenffk. 
She knew not what to do with them, relapsed into fever, sad 
died. 

Notwithstanding this weakness, I must ever think oflKraa 
a fine sample of womanhood, born to shed light and life am 
Bome palace home. Had she known more of God and Um 
DDiverse, she would not have given way where so many have 
conquered. But peace be with her; she now, perhaps, lia« 
entered into a larger freedam. which is knowledge- Wtlh bev 
died a great interest in life to me. Sinee liw 1 have never 
1 Bandit's Bride. She, indeed, tamed out to be only a 
merchant's. Sylvain is married again to a fair and laughing 

I, who will not die, probably, till then- marriage gmws a 
-gofdcE 
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A.iinl Z. !iad with her some papers of Mariana's, wlitc)! 
fcintly pbadow forth the thoughts that engaged her in the last 
days. One of these seems to have been written when porac 
feint gleam had been thrown across the path only to make 
its darkness more visible. It seema to have been suggested 
by remembrance of ihe beautiful ballad, Helen qfJCiri 
Xee, which once she loved to recite, and in tones thai 
not have sent a chill to the heart from which it carae, 

" Death 
Opens her sweet white arms, and whispers, Peaw 
Come, say thy sorrows in this bosom ! This 
Will never close against thee, and vay heart, 
Though cold, cannot be colder much than man's." 



DISAPPOINTMENT. 






"1 wish I were wh 

A lover in the times of old. 
Thus vents hia grief in lonely sighs. 

And hot tears from a bosom cold. 



But, mourner for thy martyred love, 

Gouldst thou but know what hearts must feel, 

Whei-e no sweet recollections move, 
Whose tears a desert fount reveal ! 



When " in thy arms bird Helen fell," 
She died, sad man, she died for thee ; 

Nor could the films of death dispel 
Her loving eye's sweet radiancy. 

Thou wert beloved, and she had loved. 
Till death alone the whole could tell; 

Death every shade of doubt removed, 
And steeped the star in its cold well. 
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On some fond breast the parting soul 

. Belies — earth has no more to give ; 

Who wholly loves has known the wliole ; 

The wholly loved dolh traly live. 



But some, sad oatcosts froEO this prize, 

Do wither to a lonely grave ; 
All hearts their liiddeu love despise, 

And leave them to the whelming wars. 

They heart to heart have never pressed, 
Nor hands in holy pledge have given. 

By fkther's love were ne'er caressed, 
Nor in a mother's eye saw heaven. 

A flowerless and fruitless tree, 

A dried-up stream, a mateless bird. 

They live, yet never living be, 

Tbey die, their music all unliean). 

I wish I were where Helen lies, 
For there I could not be alone j 

But now, when this dull body dies. 
The spirit still will make its moan. 

Love passed me by, nor touched my browf 
Life would not yield one perfect boon ; 

And all too late it calls mo now — 
O, all too IfttCj and all too soon. 

If thou couldsl the dark riddle read 

Which leaves this dart within my breast, 

Then might I think thou lov'st indeed, 
Th«u were iLe wliole to ibce conl'e.st. 



MARIANA. 

Father, they wiU not take me home ; 

To the poor child no heart ie free ( 
Ib sleet Bod snov all night I roam ; 

Father, was this decreed hj thee ? 

I will not try another door, 

To seek what I have never found j 

Now, till the very last is o'er. 

Upon the eaj'th I'll wonder ronnd. 

I will not bear the treacherous call 
That bids me stay and rest a while, 

For I have found that, one and all. 
They seek me for a prey and epoiL 

They are not had; I know it well; 

I know they know not what they dot 
They are the toob of tLe dread spell 

Which the lost lover muat puistt&. 

in temples sometimes she may rest. 
In lonely groves, away from men, 

There bend tlie head, by heats distressed, 
Nor be by blows awoke again, 



Nature is kind, and God is kind ; 

And, if she had not had a heart, 
Only that great discerning mind. 

She might have acted well her part. 

But this thirst, that nought can fill. 
Save those unfounden waters free I 

The angel of my life must still 
And soothe me in eternity! 



2TG 



LIFE WITHOUT AND LIFE WITHIN. 



It nwrkH the defect id the position of woman that one like 
Mariana siiould have found reason to write thus. To a man 
of equal power, equal Bincetnty, no more! — many resources 
would have presented themselves. He would not have needed 
to seek, he would have been called by life, and not pcrraittecl 
to be quite wrecked throagh the affections only. But such 
women as Mariana are often lost, unless they meet soma 
man of sufficiently great soul to prize them. 

Van Artevelde'fl Elena, though in her individual nature 
unlike ray Mariana, is like tjer in a mind whose large im- 
pulses are d is proportioned to the persons and occasions she 
meets, and which carry her beyond those reserves which mark 
the appointed lot of woman. But, when slie met Van Arte- 
velde, he was too great not to revere her rare nature, without 
regard lo the slains and errors of its past history ; great 
enough to receive her entirely, and make a new life for lier( 
man enough to be a lover! But as such men come not so 
often as once an age, their presence should not be absolutelj 
needed to sustain life. 



SUNDAY MEDITATIONS ON VARIOUS TEXTS. 
Meditation First. 

"And Jems, anBWfring, said unto them, Have failh in God." — Jfart 



O, DIRECTION most difficult to follow ! 0, counsel most 
mighty of import ! Beauteous harmony to the purified soul ! 
Mysterious, confounding as an incantation to those yet grop- 
ing and staggering amid the night, the fog, the chaos of their 

Yes, this is indeed the heginning and the end of all knowl- 
edge and virtue ; the way and the goal ; the enigma and ila 
solution. The soul cannot prove to herself the existence of a 
God ; she cannot prove her own immorlnlity ; she cannot 
prove the beauty of virtue, or the deformity of vice ; her own 
consciousness, the first ground of this belief, cannot be com- 
paaaed by the reason, that inferior faculty which the Deity 
gave for practical, temporal purposes only. This conscious- 
ness is divine i it is part of the Deity ; through this alone we 
sympathize with the imperishable, the infinite, the nature of 
things, -Were reason commensurate with this part of our 
intellectual life, what should we do with the things of time ? 
The leaves and buds of earth would wither beneath the sua 
of our intelligence ; its crags and precipices would be levelled 
before (he mighty torrent of our will ; ail its dross would crum- 
ble to ashes under the fire of our philosophy. 

God willed it otherwise ; why, who can guess ? Why this 
planet, with iLs tormenting limiiations of space and timr>, was 
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ever created, — why the soul was cased in this clogging, stifling 
inlegument, (which, while it conveys to the aoul, iu a round* 
about way, knowledge which ghe might obviously acquire 
much better without its aid, tempts constantly to vice 
indolence, suggesting sordid wants, und hampering or hinder- 
ing thought,) — I pretend not to say. Let others toil to stifle 
Had ifistrust a thousand ways. Let them satisfy tfaemselvea 
by reasonings on the nature of free agency ; let them imagine 
it was impossible men should be purified to angels, except by 
resisting the temptations of guilt and crime ; let them be 
reaionahly content to feel that 



Why an omnipottnt Deilj should permit evil, either i 
neoeasary to produce good, or incident to laws framed for iti 
production, must remain a mystery to me. True, we cannot 
conceive how the world could have been ordered difl'erently, 
and because tee, — beings half of clay; beings bred amid, and 
nurtured upon imperfection and decay; beings who must 
not only sleep and eat, but pass the greater part of their teni' 
poral day in procuring the means to do so, — because we, 
creatures so limited and blind, so weak of thought luid dull 
of hearing, cannot conceive how evil could have been dis- 
pensed witli, those among us who are styled \eise and learned 
have thought flt to assume that the Infinite, the Omnipotent, 
could not have found a way! "Could not," "evil must be 
incident" — terms invented to expreas the thoughts or deeds 
□f the children of dust Shall they be applied to the Omaipo- 
lent? Is a eonfidunfe in tlie goodness of God more trying 
ro faith, than the belief that a God exists, to whom these 
words, transcending our powers of conception, apply ? O, 
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no! ^^ Have faith in God!" Strive to expand ihy soul to 
the feeliug of wisdom, of beauty, of goodness ; live, and act 
as if theae were the necessary elementa of things ; " live for 
thy fHitli, and thou sbalt behold it living." In another world 
God will repay thy trust, and " reveal to thee (he first 
causes of things which Leibnitz could not," as the queen of 
Prussia said, when she was dying. Bncrates has declared that 
tbe belief in the soul's immortality is so delightful, so elevate 
ing, so purifying, that even were it not the truth, " we should 
daily strive to enchant ourselves with i(." And thus with 
faith in wisdom and goodness, — that is to say, in Goil, — the 
earthquake -defying, rock -foundation of our hopes is laid ; the 
aun-greeljng dome whicli crowns the most superb palace of 
Dur knowledge is builded. A noble and accomplished man, 
of a later day, has said, " To credit ordinary and visible 
objects is not faith, hut persuasion. I bless myself, and am 
thankful, that I lived not in the days of miracles, that I never 
saw Christ, nor his disciples ; then bad my faith been thrust 
upon me, nor could I enjoy thai greater blessing pronounced 
upon those who believe yet saw not." 

I cannot speak thus proudly and heartily. I find tlie world 
of sense strong enough against the intellectual and celestial 
world. It is easy to believe in our passionless moments, or 
in those when earth would seem too dark without the guiding 
star of faith ; but to live in faith, not sometimes to feel, but 
always to have it, is difficult. Were faith ever with us, how 
steady would be our energy, how equal our ambition, how 
calmly bright our hopes ! The darts of envy would be bhinted, 
the cup of disappointment lose its bitterness, the impassioned 
eagerness of the heart be stilled, (ears would fall like holy dew, 
and blossoms fragrant with celestial May ensue. 

But (be prayer of most of us must he, "Lord, we believe 
— help thou our unbelief!" Tliese are to me the most sig- 
nificant words of Holy Writ. 1 will to believe ; O, guide, 
support, strengthen, and soothe me lo do bo ' Lord, grant me 
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lo believe firmly, and to act nobly. Let me not be tempted to 
waste my lime, and weaken nay powers, by attempts to soar 
on feeble pinions " where angeb bashful look." In faith let 
me interpret the universe ! 



SIbditation Second. 

■' Why u ligbl given to a maa ohose vh; ia bid. uid irlioin Cod hath 
hedged in ?" — ASiii. 23. 

This pathetic inquiry rises from all parts of the globe, from 
millions of human souls, to that heaven from whence the light 
proceeds. From the young, full of eager aspirations after 
virtue and glory ; with the glance of the falcon 1o descry the 
high-placed aim, — but ah 1 the wing of the wrea to reach it 1 
The young enthusiast mui^t often weep. His heart glows, his 
eye sparkles as he reads of the youthful triumphs of a Fom- 
pey, the i^ublime devotion of an Agis;* he shuts the book, he 
looks around him for a theatre whereon to do likewise — 
petty pursuits, mean feelings, and trifling pleasures meet hiB 
eye ; the cold breeze of selfishness has Dipped every flower; 
the dull glow of prosaic life overpowers the beauties of the 
landscape. He plunges into the unloved pursuit, or some de- 
spised amusement, to soothe that day's impatience, and wakes 
on the morrow, crying, " 1 have lost a day ; and where, where 
shall I now turn my steps to find the destined path?" The 
gilded image of »aiae petty victory holds forth a talisman 
which seems to promise him sure tokens. He rushes for- 
ward; the swords of foes and rivals bar the way; the 
ground trembles and gives way beneath his feet ; rapid streams, 
unseen at a distance, roll between him and the object of bis 
pursuit; iaint, giddy and exhiiusted by the loss of his best 
blood, he reaches the goal, seizes the talisman, his eyes de- 

urtti Qf that name. " One of the maal 
-Ed.1 
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vour the inscription — alas! the characters are unknown to 
. He looks back for some rrituid who might aid bim, — 
his friends are whelmed beneath tlie torrent, or have turned 
back dislieartened. He must struggle onwurd alone and igno- 
ant as before; yet in liis wishes there is light. 

Another is attracted by a lovely phantom; with airjr 
step she precedes him, holding, aa he thinks, in her upward- 
pointing hand the faithful needle which might point him to the 
pole-star of his wishes. Unwearied he follows, imploring her 
noet moving terms to pause but a morpent and let him 
lake her hand. Heedless she ^its onward to some hopeless 
desert, where she pauses only to turn to her unfortunate cap- 
.ive the malicious face of a very Morgana. 

The old, — their sighs are deeper still! They have 
wandered far, toiled much; the true light Li now shown them. 
Ah, why was it reflected so falsely through " life's many.col- 
ored dome of painted glass" wpon Iheir youthful, anxioua 
J? And now the path they came by is hedged in by new 
circumstances against the feet: of otiiers, and its devious 
course vainly mapped in their memories ; should the light of 
their example lead others into the same track, these unlucky 
followers will vainly seek an issue. They attempt to unroll 
their charts for the use of (heir children, and their children's 
children. They feed ihe dark lantern of wisdom with ihe oil 
of experience, and hold it aloft over the declivity up which 
these youth are blundering, in vain ; some fall, misled by the 
flickering light; others seek by-paths, along which they hope 
to be guided by suoa or moons of their own. All meet at 
last, only to bemoan or sneer together. How many strive 
with feverish zeal to paint on the cloud'i of outward life the 
hues of their own souls; what do not these suffer? What 
baffling, — what change in the atmosphere on which they de- 
pend, — yet nol in vain ! Something they realize, something 
they grasp, something (O, how unlike the theme of their 
hope !) they have created. A transient glow, a deceitful thrill, 
24 • 
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— these be the blisses of mortals. Yet hate these giTen 
birth to noble deed^, and thoughts worthy to be recorded b; 
the pens of angets oa the tablets of immortality. 

And this, man ! la thy only solace in those paroxj^ma 
of despair which must result to the yet eager heart from, the 
vast disproportion between our perceptions and our exhibition 
of those perceptions. Seize on all the twigs that may help 
thee in thine ascent, though the thoras upon them rend tliee. 
Toil ceaselessly towards the Soui'ce of light, and remember that 
he who thus eloquently lamented found that, althougji far worse 
than his dark presentiments had pictured caine upon him, 
though vainly he feared and trembled, and there was no safety 
for him, yet his sighings carae before his meat, and, happy in 
their recollection, he found at hist that danger and imprison- 
ment are but for a season, and tjiat God is qood, as he in 



APPEAL FOR AN ASYLUM FOR DISCHARGED 
FEMALE CONVICTS. 



Tbe ladies of the Prison AsiiociAliou bare been from time 
to time engaged in the endeavor to procure funds for establisb- 
ing tliia Bsj-luni.* They have; met, thus far, with lillle suc- 
cess; hut touched by tbe position of several women, who, on 
receiviiig their discharge, were anxiously wailing in hope 
there would be means provided W save them frcinrcliirn to 
their former suffering and polluted life, they have taken a 
house, and begun their good work, in faith that Heaven must 
take heed that such an eiilerpriae may not fail, and touch the 
hearts of men to aid it. 

They have taken a house, and secured the euperintenclence 
of an excellent matron. There are already six women under 
her core. But this house is unprovided with furniture, or the 
means of securing food for body and mind to these unfortu- 
nates, during tlie brief novitiate which gives theni so much to 
l<'^m and unlearn. 

The object is Co lend a helping hand to the many who show 
a desire of reformation, but have hitherto been inevitably re- 
pellttd into infamy by the lack of friends to find them honest 
employment, and a luraporary refuge till it can he procured. 
Efforts will be made to instruct them how to break up bad 
habits, and begin a healthy course for body and niiud. 

The houfie has in it scarcely any thing. It is a true Laza- 
rus establishment, asking for the crumbs that fall from the 
rich man's table. Old furniture would be Hcce|)table, clothes, 
books that are no longer needed by their owners. 
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This stHtement we make in appealing to the poor, though 
tliey are, usunllj, the most generous. Not that they are, 
origiaaily, beitei' than ihe rich, but circumstances have fitted 
them to appreciate the mistbrtunes, the trials, the wrongs that 
beset those a little lower than themselves. But we have Been 
too many instances where those who were educated in luxury 
would cast aside sloth and selfishness with eagerness when 
once awakened to better things, not to hope in appealing to 
the rich also. 

And to all we appeitl: lo the poor, who will know how to 
sympathize with those who are not only poor but degraded, 
diseai^ed, likely to be hurried onward to a shameful, hopeless 
death ; to the rich, lo equalize the advantages of which [hey 
have received more than their share ; lo men, to alone for 
wrongs inflicted by men on that " weaker sex," who should, 
they say, be soft, confiding, dependent on tliem for protection j 
to women, to feel for those who have not been guarded cither 
by social influence or inward strength from that first mistake 
which the opinion of the world makes irrevocable for women 
alone. Since their danger is so great, their fall so remedilesa, 
let mercies be multiplied whea there is a chance of that par- 
tial restoration which society at present permits. 

In New York we have come little into contact with that 
class of society which has a surplus of leisure at command; 
but in other cities we have found in their ranks many — some 
men, more women — who wanted only a decided object and 
clear light to fill the noble office of disinterested educators 
and guardians to their less fortunate fellows. It has been our 
happiness, in not a few instances, by merely apprising such 
persons of what was to be done, to rouse that generous spirit 
which relieved them from ennui and a gradual ossification of 
the whole system, and transferred them into a thoughtful, 
sympathetic, and beneficent existence. Such, no doubt, are 
near us here, if wc could but know iL A un.it writes tliua 
of the cities: — 
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Cities of proud holds, 

Ilouaes of rich and great, 
A stack of amoking chimneys, 

A roof of frozea slate ! 
It cannot conquer folly, 

Time, and space, conquering steam, 
And the light, oulspeeding telegraph, 

Bears nothing on its beam. 

The politics are base, 

The leltera do not cheer, 
And 'tis far in the deepa of history, 

The voice that speaketh clear. 
Trkde and the streets insnare of, 

Our bodies arc weak and worn, 
We plot and corrupt euch other. 

And we despoil the uuhom. 

Yet there in the parlor sits 

Some figure of noble guise, 
Our angel in a stranger's form, 

Or woman's pleading eyes. 
Or only a flashing sunbeam 

Id Ht the wini3ow pane, 
Or music pours on mortals 

Its beautifnl disdain. 

These " pleading eyes," these •' angels in strangers' forms," 
we meet, or seem to meet, as we pass through the (borough- 
fares of this great city. We do not know their names or 
homes. We cannot go to those still and sheltered abodes and 
tell them the tales that would he sure to awaken the heart In 
a deep and active interest in diia matter. But should these 
words meet their eyes, we would say, " Have you entertained 
your leisure hours with ihe Mysteries of Paris, or the 
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pathetic atory of Violet WoodvUle?" The* you have some 
idea how innocence, worthy of the brightest plaoel, may be 
betrayed by want, or by ibe most generous tenderness [ how 
the energies of a noble reformation may lie hidden beneath 
the ashes of a long burning, as in the case ef " La Louve." 
You must have felt that yourselves are not better, only mora 
protected children of God than these. Do you want to link 
these fictions, which have made you weep, with fuels around 
you where your pity might be of use? Go to the Peniten- 
tiary et Blackwell's Island- Tou may be repelled hy seeing 
those who are in health, while at work together, keeping up 
one another's careless spirit and effrontery by had association. 
But see them in the Hospital, — where the worn features of 
the sick show the sad ruins of past loveliness, past gentleness, 
See in the eyes of the nurses the woman's spirit still, so 
kindly, so inspiring. See those little girls huddled in a 
corner, their neglected di'ess aad hair coDlrasttng with some 
ribbon of cherished finery held ^t in a childish hand. Think 
what " sweet seventeen " waH to you, and what it is to them, 
and see if you do not wish to aid in any enterprise that gives 
them a chance of better daya. We assume no higher claim 
for this enterprise. The dreadful social malady which creates 
the need of it, is one that imperatively demands deep-search- 
ing, preventive measures ; it is beyond cure. But, here and 
there, some precious soul may be saved from unwilling sin, 
unutterable woe. Is not the hope to save here and there oia« 
worthy of great and persistent sacrifice ? 



THE RICH MAN. 



An Ideal Sketch. 

In my walks through this cily, the sighJi of spacious and 
expeaaive dwelling-housea now in prouess of' building, haa 
called up the fullowitig reverie. 

Ali benevolent persons, nbether deeply -thinking on, or 
deeply-feeling, the woeii, dilficullies, sod daogers of our pres- 
ent social ayatein, are agreed that either grtat improvements 
are needed, or a lhorou<jh reform. 

Those who desire the latter incluile tht: majority of think- 
ers. And we ourselve:?, both from personal observatiou and 
the testimony of others, are coavinced that a radical reform is 
needed ; not a reform that rejects the iiisiru<;tion of tL(^ past, 
or asserts that God and man have made niisiakes till now. 
We believe that all past developments have taken place 
ander natural and necessary laws, and that the Paternal 
Spirit has at no pei'iod forgotten his children, but granted lo 
all generations and all ages their chances of good to balance 
inevitable ills. We prize the past ; we recognize it as our 
parent, our nurse, and our taaclier ; and we know that for a 
time (he nww wine required the old bottles, to prevent its 
being spilled upon the ground. 

Still we feel that the time in come whicb not only penniif, 
but demands, a wider alatenient and a nobler acrligs. The 
aspect of society presents mighty problems, whieh must be 
•olved by the soul of man "divinely-intending" itself to the 
task, or all will become worse instead of better, and ere long 
the social fabric totter to decay. 

(287) 
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Yet while ihe new measures are ripening, and the i 
men educating, there is Btill room on the old platform i 
EOme worthy actioTi, It is possible for a man of piely, reso- 
lution, and good sense, to lead a life which, if not expansive 
generous, graeefiil, and pure fi'om suspicion and contempt, ia 
yet not entirely unworthy of his position as the child of God, 
and ruler of a planet. 

Let us take, then, some men just where they find them- 
Belves, in a mixed stale of society, where, in quantity, we are 
free to say the bad preponderates, tliough the good, from its 
superior energy in quality, may finally redeem and efface ita 
plague-spots. 

Our society is ostensibly under the rule of the precepts of 
Jesus. We wiU then suppose a youth sufficiently imbued 
with these, to understand what iS conveyed under the para- 
bles of the unjust steward, and the prodigal son, as well as 
the denunciations of llie opulent Jews. He understands that 
it ia needful to preserve purity and teachableness, since of 
those most like little children is the kingdom of heaven ; 
mercy for the sinner, since there is peculiar joy in heaven at 
the salvation of such ; perpetual care for the unfortunate, 
since only to the just steward shall his possessions be par- 
doned. Imbued with such love, the young man joins the 
active, — we will say, in choosing an instance, — joins the 
commercial world. 

His views of his profession are not fho_=e which make of 
the many a herd, not superior, except in the fer reach of 
their selfish interests, to the animals ; mere calculating, 
money-making machines. 

He fifes in commerce a representation of most important 
interests, a grand school that may teaeh the heart and soul 
of the civilized world to a willing, thinking mind. He plays 
his part in the game, but not for himself alone ; he sees the 
interests of all mankind engaged with his, and rerai-mbere 
1 while he furthers his own. Ilis inietleclual discern- 
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menf, no less than his moral, tbus teacliiiig the undesireble- 
Tic^s of lying and Blealing, he does not practise or connive at 
the falsities and meannesBCB so frequent among his fellows ; 
he suffers many turns of the wheel of fortune to psss unused, 
Eince he cannot avail himself of them and keep clean his 
hands. What he gains is by superior assiduity, skill in com- 
bination and calculation, and cfuickneas of sight. His gains 
ace legitimate, so far as the present state of things permits 
any gains to bo. 

Nor is this honorable man denied his due rank in the most 
corrupt state of society. Here, happily, we draw from life, and 
speak of what we know. Honesty is, indeed, the beal policy, 
only it is so in the long run, and therefore a pi'licy which a 
selUsh man has not faith and patience lo ptirsue. The inlta- 
ence of the honest man is in the end predominant, and the 
rogues who sneer because he will not shuffle the Oirda in their 
way, are forced lo bow lo it at last. 

Biit while Ihus conscientious and mentally-progressive, he 
4oes not forget to live. The altarp and care-worn Jaces, the 
! Joyless lives ihat throng the busy street, do not make him for- 
get his need of tender atTections, of the praciices of bounty 
and love. His family, h'm acquaintance, eepecially those who 
.fl,re struggling with the difficulties of life, are not obliged to 
wait till he has accurnulated a certain sum. He is sunlight 
.and dew to them now, day by day. No less do all in his 
employment prize and bless the just, the brotherly man. He 
dares not, would not, climb to power upon their necks. He 
, .requites their toil handsomely, silways ; if his success be unu- 
sual, they share the benefit. Their comfort is cared for in all 
,the arrangements for their work. He takes care, too, lo bo 
personally acquainted with those he employs, regarding them, 
not as mere tool* of his purpose, but as human beings also ; 
lie keeps them in his eye. and if it he in his power to supply 
their need of consolation, instruction, or even pleasure, they 
tiud tiicy have :i friend. 
■>5 
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' exclaim!^ our sharp-eyed, thin-lipped aota^ I 
onist. "Sucb a man would never get rich, — or even get 

You are mistaken, Mr. Stoekjobber. Thus far many lines i 
of our sketch are dritwn from ival life ; though for the second 
pait, which follows, we. want, iis yet, a worthy model. 

We must imagine, then, our ideal merchant to have grown 
rich in some forty years of toil passed in the way we have 
indicated. Ilia hair ia touched with while, but hia form is 
vigorous yet. Neither gourmandise nor the fever of gain has 
destroyed his complexion, quenched the light of his eye, or 
substituted sneers for smiles. He is an upright, strong, saga- 
cioue, generous-looking man ; and if his movements be abrupt, 
and his language concise, somewhat beyond the standard of 
beauty, he is still the gentleman ; mercantile, but a mercan- 
tile nobleman. 

Our nation is not silly in striving for an aristocracy. Ho- 
manity longs for its upper classes. But the silliness consists 
in making them out of clothes, equipage, and a servile imit»' 
tion of foreign manners, instead of the genuine elegance and 
distinction that can only be produced by genuine culture. 
Shame upon the stu[iidity which, when all circumstances 
leave us free tor the iutroduction of a real aristocracy such 
as the worid never saw, bases its pretensions on, or makes ita 
bow to the footman behind, the coach, instead of the persoa 
within it. 

But our mci'chant shall be a real nobleman, whose noble 
manners spring from a noble mind, whose fashions from a 
sincere, intelligent love of the beauliful. 

We will aliM indulge the fancy of giving bim a wile and 
children worthy of himself. Having lived in sympathy with 
htm, they have acquired no taste for luxury ; they do not 
think that the best use for wealth and power is in self-indul- 
gence, but, on the contrary, that " it is more blessed tfl give 
Qua to receive." 
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now having one of those fine hoDses built, and, as 
fn other things, proceeds on a few simple principles. It is 
BubHtantial, for he wishes to give no countenance (o the paper 
buildings that a)rre!ipond with other worthless paper currency 
of a credit system. It is thoroughly flnished and furnished, 
for he has a conscience about hie house, as about th^ neatness 
of his person. All must be of a. piece. Harmony and a wise 
utility are consulted, without regard to shovr. Still, as a rich 
e allow him reception-rooms, lofty, large, adorned with 
good copies of ancient works of art, and fine specimens of 
modern. 

I admit, in this in<i'.ance, the propriety of my nobleman 
often choosing by advice of friends, who may have had more 
leisure and opportunity to ac((uire a sure ap[ireciatloii of merit 
in these waika. His character being simple, he will, no doubt, 
appreciate a great part of what is truly grand and beautiful. 
But also, fi-om imperfect culture, he might often reject what 
in the end lie would have fdund most valuable to himself and 
others. For he liaa not done learning, but only acquired the 
privilege of helping to open a domestic school, in which he 
will find himself a pupil as well as a master. So he may well 
make use, in furnishing himself with the school apparatus, of the 
best counsel. The same applies to making his library a good 
one. Only there must be no sham ; no pluming himself on 
possessions that represent his wealth, but the taste of others. 
Our nobleman is incapable of pretension, or the nirs of con- 
noisseurship ; his object is to furnish a home whh those testi- 
monies of a higher life in mau, that may best aid to cultivate 
the same in himself and those assembled round him. 

He shall also have a fine garden and greenhouses. But 
the Howers shall not be used cnly to decorate his apartments, 
or the hair of his daughters, but shall often bless, by their soft 
and exquisite eloquence, ihe poor invalid, or others whose 
sori'owful hearts' Knd in their society a consolation and a hope 
which nothing else bestows. For flowers, the highest cxj 
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sion of the bounty of nature, declare that for ftJI men, not 
merely labor, or laxury, bnt gentle, buoyant, ever-energelie 
joy, was iutended, and bid ub hope that we shal! not forever 
be kept back from our inheritaiice. 

All the persons who have aided in building up this domestio 
temple, from the artist who {laitited the ceilings to the poorest 
hodman, shall be well paid and cared for during its erection ; 
, it Ib a necessary part of the happiness of onr noblcnian, to feel 
that all concerned in creating his home are the happier for it. 
■ We have said nothing about the araliitecture of the house, 
and yet this is only for want of room. We do consider it 
one grand duty of every person able to build a good honse, 
also to aim at building a beautiful one. We do not want im- 
itfttionn of what was used in other ages, nations, and elimatee, 
but what is simple, noble, and in conformil}' with the wttnts 
of our own. Room enough, simplicity of design, and judi- 
cious adjustment of the parts to their uses and to the whole, 
are the first requisites ; the ornaments are merely the fiuiefa 
on these. We hope to see a good style of civic architeeture 
long before any material improvement in the country ediSees, 
for reasons that would be tedious to enumerate here. Suffice 
it to say that we are far more anxious to eee an American 

I architecture than an American literature; for we are sure 
there is here already something individual to express. 

Well, suppose the house built and equipped with raaa and 
horse. Ton may be sure my nobleman gives his "hired 
help "good accommodations for iheir sleeping and wakhig 
hours, — baths, books, and some leisure to use them. Nay, '. 
assure you — and this assurance also is drawn from life — tJutt ' 
it is possible, even in our present social relations, for the 
who does common justice, in these respects, to his fellows, and 
Hhows a friendly heart, that thoroughly feels eerviee Co be no | 
d^railation, hat an honor, who believes i 
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lo liave around tiim those who do their work in serenity of 
ind, neither deceiving nor envying liitn whom oii'cumatHDcea 

i-e enabkd to command their service. Aa to the uirriage, 

.t h aid fur the purpose o( going to and fro iu bod wenChcr, 
or ill health, or hasle, or for drives lo enjoy the country. 
But my nobleman niid liis family ai'e too well born and bred 
not to prefer employing their own feet when possible. Anil 
their carriage m much appropriated to the use of poor invalids, 
even among the abhorred class of poor relolions, so that often 
they have not room in it for themselves, much less for flaunt- 
ing dames and lazy dandies. 

We iieed hnrdly add tliat, their attendants wear no liveriea. 
Tliey are aware lliat, in a society where none of the cause) 
exist thai justify this iiubit abroad, the practice would have no 
other result than to call up a sneer to the hps of the most 
complaisant "'niilor," when "Mrs. Higgin bottom's carriage 
stops the way," with its tawdry, ill-fancied accompanimenls. 
Will none of their " governors " tell our cits the ^sopian 
fahle of the donkey that tried to imitate the gambols of the 
little dog ? 

The wife of my nobleman is so well matched with him that 
she has no need lo he the better half. She is his almoner, his 
counsellor, and the priestess who keeps burning on the do- 
mestic hearth u fire from the fuel he collects in his out-duur 
work, whose genial heart and ai^piring flame comfort and ani- 
mate all who come within its range. 

His children are his ministers, whose leisure and various 
(|ualifi cations enable them to carry out his good thoughts. 
They hold all that they possess — lime, money, talents, acquire- 
ments — on the principle of stewardship. They wake up the 
seeds of virtue and genius in all the young persons of their 
Acquaintance ; but the poorer classes are especially their care. 
Among them they seek for those who are threatened with dying 
— " mul«, inglorious " Hampdens and Millons — but for their 
scrutiny and care; of thei^e they become the teachers and pat 
25 ■• 
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rons to the extent of their jiower. Such kDowledgci uf tlie 
arlB, sciences, and just principles of action as lliey have been 
favored with, they communicaie, and thereby /brm novicKS 
worihy to fill up the ranks of the true American aristocracy. 

And the Louse — it is a large one; a simple family does 
not fill its chambers. Some of thera are devoted to tbe u,-e 
of men of genius, who need a serene home, free from care, 
while ihey pursue their lahors for the good of the world- 
Thus, as in the palaces of the little princes of Italy in a bet- 
ter day, these chambers become hallowed by the nativities of 
great thoughts; and the horoscopes of thu human births thflt 
may take place there, are likely to read the better for iL 
Suffering virtue sometimes finds herself taken home here, in- 
stead of being sent to the almshouse, or presented with half a 
dollar and a ticket for coal, and finds upon my noblemiin'a 
mattresses (for the wealth of Crtesus would not lure him or 
his to sleep upon down) dreams of angelic protection which 
nnable her to rise refreshed for the struggle of the morrow. 

The uses of hospitality are very little understood among 
UB, 80 that we fear generally there is a small chance of eiitei^ 
taining gods and angels unawares, as the Greeks and He- 
brews did in the generous time of hospitality, when every 
man hau a claim on the roof of fellow-man. Now, none 19 
received to a bed and breakfast unless he come as " beai-er of 
despatches " from His Excellency So-and-ao. 

But let us not be supposed to advocate the system of all 
work and no play, or to delight exclusively in the pedagogic 
and Goody Tw She. n R der, if any euch accompany 
h r up ; I hear the sound of 
h h nquet prepared. Perhaps 
ng 1 p Ik and redowa in those airy, 
I h I y find in the acting of ex- 

ra n f nbleaux, little concerts or 

gled wuh beautiful national or fancy 
of the enchanting, refining, and enn^jbling 
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;e of the aria. The finest engravings on all siihjecis 
altenJ such as hke lo employ themselves more quietly, while 
those who can find a companion or congenial group to con- 
R with, find also plenty of recesses and BliU rooms, with 
softened light, provided for their pleasure. 

There is not on this sidi! of the Atlantic — we dare our glove 
upon it — a more devout believer than ourselves in the worship 
of the Muses and Grac«s, both for ic.'ielf, and its importnnce no 
less lo the moral than to the intellectual life of a nation. 
Perhaps there U not one who has so deep a feeling, or so 
ions ready, in tlie tulness of time, to be hazarded 
on the subject. 

Bnt in order to such worship, what standard is there as to 
admission to the service ? Talents of gold, or Delphian tai- 
ls ? fa.'ihion or elegance ? " s(anding " or the power to move 
gracefully from one position to another ? 

Our nohleman did not hesitate ; the handle to his door bell 
was not of gold, but mother-of-pearl, pure and prismatic. 

If he did not go into the alleys to pick up the poor, they 
were not excluded, if qualified by intrinsic qualities to adorn 
the scene. Neither were wejilih or fashion a cause of exclu- 
sion, more than of admission. All depended on the person ; 
yet he did not leek his guests among the slaves of fashion, for 
he knew that persons highly endowed rarely had patience 
with the frivolities of that class, hut retired, and left it to be 
peopled mostly by weak and plebeian natures. Yet all de- 
pended on (he individual. Was the person fair, noble, wi.ie, 
brilliant, or even only youthfully innocent and gay, or vener- 
able in 11 good old age, he or she was welcome. Still, as sim- 
plicity of character and some qualification positively good, 
healthy, and natural, was requisite for admission, we must say 
the company was select. Our nobleman and his family had 
weeded their "circle" carefully, year by year. 

Some valued ocquaintancea they had made in ball-niorai 
(nd boudoirs, and kept ; but far mora had been made through 
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the daily wants of life, and shoemaliers, seamatresseB, ^jil 
graziers mingled bappily with artists and statesmen, to the \ 
benefit of both. (N. B. — None used the poisonous weed, i 
or out of our domestic (emple.) 

I cannot tell you what infinite good oar nobleman and his ' 
family were doing by creation of this true social centre 
the legitimate aristocraey of the land assembled, not to be 
dazzled by expensive furniiure, (our nobleman bought what 
was good in texture and beautiful in form, but not because it 
was expensive,) not to be feasted on rare wines and highly- 
seasoned dainties, though they found, simple refreshments well 



prepared, as indeed' 

in that house that the least offii 

to enjoy the generous confluence 

with heart, the pastimes that an 

inventive faney, the cordial unii 

and plaees in nuhle human sympathy. 



of duty and i 
did be well fulfilled, but 1 
ind with mind and heart J 
waste-times of ti 
beings i'rom all points 1 
New York ' 



gianing to be truly American, or rather Columbian, and money 1 
stood for something in the records of history. It had brought 
opportunity to genius and aid to virtue. But just at this n 
ment, the jostling sliowed me that I had reached the ( 
of Wall Street. I looked «ame3tly at the omnibuses dischat 
ging their eager freight, as if I hoped to see my merchanul 
" Perhaps he has gone to the post olSce to lake out lettenl 
from his friends in Utopia," thought I. " Please give n 
penny," screamed a half-starved ragged little street-sweelttl 
and the fancied cradle of the American Utopia receded, ^l^M 
rather proceeded, fifty years, at least, into the future. 
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An Ideal Sketch. 

"tki foregoing sketch of the Rich Man, seems to reqpira 
thiB com panion -piece ; and we shall make the attempt, though 
the subject is far ni 

In the first plac 
Inan, for it is a ten 
A painstaking artis 
tation, not of his r 
means, finds himself rich and 
fortune enables him to give his 



lit than the former w 
, we must slate what we mean by a poor 
of wide range in its relative applications. 
1, trained to self-denial, and a strict adap- 
:ana to his wants, but of his wants to his 
■ateful, if some unexpected 
fe a new gown, his children 
cheap holiday joys, and his starving neighbor a decent 
meal ; while George IV., when heir apparent to the throne 
of G-reat Britain, considered himself driven by the pressure 
of poverty to become a debtor, a beggai', a swindler, and, by 
the aid of perjury, the husband of two wives at the same time, 
neither of whom he treated well. Sini'e poverty ia made an 
excuse for such depravity in conduct, it would be well to mark 
the liioits within which self-control and resistance to tempta- 
tion may be expected. 
When he of the oldi 
erty nor riches," we presui 



e prayed, " Give me neither pov- 

le he meant that proportion of 

s of a human being which secures 

es, freedom of motion, and a mod- 

mmon blessings offered by earth, 

■, water, the nulural relations, and the subjects for thought 

which every day presents. We shall certainly not look above 

(2971 



freedom from pecuniary 
erate enjoyment of the 



298 LIFE WITHOUT AND LIFE WITHIS, 

this point for our poor inftn. A prince may be poor, if hft4 
has not means to relieve the sufferings of bis subjects, orM 
secure lo llieni needed benefits. Or he may make himself BO|.l 
just as a well-paid laborer by drinking brings poverty to biarT 
roof. So may the prince, by the mental gin of horse-racin^.l 
or gambling, grow a beggar. But we shall not consider these | 



Our subject will be taken between the medium we liavel 
spoken of as answer to the wise man's prayer, and that deati- ' 
tution which we must siyle infamous, either lo the individaal 
or lo the society whose vices have caused that stage of poverty, 
in which there is no certainty, and often no probability, of i 
work or bread from day to day, — in which cleaTiliness and'! 
all the decencies of life are impossible, and the natural human: I 
feelings are turned to gall because the man finds himr 
this earth in a far worse situation than the brute. la thia 
stage there is no ideal, and from its abyss, if the unfortunates . 
look up to Heaven, or the state of things as they ought ti 
it is with suffocating gasps which demand relief or death. 
This degree of poverty is common, as we all know ; but we 
who do not share it have no right to address those who do . 
from our own standard, till we have placed their feet on our 
own level. Accursed is he who does not long to liave this 
so — to take out at least -the physical hell from this world I 
TJnblest is he who is not seeking, eitlier by thought or act, to , 
effect this poor degree of amelioration in the circumstancea of 
hia race. 

We take the subject of our sketch, then, somewhere between I 
the abjectly poor and those in moderate circumstances. What ] 
we have to say may apply to either sex, and to any grade 
this division of the human family, from the hodman and 
washerwoman up to the hard-«'orking, poorly-paid lawyer 
clerk, schoolmaster, or scribe. 

The advantages of such a position are many. In the first| 
place, you belong, inevitably, to the active and suffering paj 
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of the world. Tou know the ills that try men's souls and 
bodies. You cannot creep into a safe retreat, arroganlly ta 
judge, or heartlessly to forget, the others. Thej are always 
before you ; you see the path stained by their bleeding feet ; 
Btupid and flinty, indeed, must jou be, if you can hastily 
wound, or indolently forbear to aid them. Then, tts to your- 
Belf, you know what your resources are ; what you can do, 
what bear ; there is small cliance for you to escape a well- 
tempered modesty. Then again, if you find power in yourself 
to endure the trial, there is reason and reality in some degree 
of self-reliance. The moral advanlageH of such training can 
scarcely fail to amount to something; and as to the menial, 
that most important chapter, how the lives of men are fash- 
ioned and transfused by the experience of passion and the 
development of thought, presents new sections at every turn, 
Buch as the distant dilettante's opera-glasses will never detect, 
— to say nothing of the exercise of mere faculty, which, 
though insensible in its daily course, leads to results of im- 
mense importance. 

But tbe evils, the disadvantages, the dangers, how many, 
how imminent ! True, indeed, they are so. There is the 
early bending of the mind to the production of marketable 
results, which must hinder all this free play of intelligence, 
and deaden the powers that craved instruction. There is the 
callousness produced by the sight of more misery than it is 
possible to relieve ; the heart, at first so sensitive, taking ref- 
uge in a stolid indifference against the pangs of sympathetic 
pain, it had not force lo bear. There is the perverting influ- 
ence of uncongenial employments, undertaken without or 
against choice, continued at unfit hours and seasons, till the 
man loses his natural relations with summer and winter, day 
and night, and has no sense more for natural beauty and joy 
There is the mean providence, ihe perpetual caution to guard 
against ill, instead of the generous freedom of a mind which 
expects good to ensue from all good actions. There is the 
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^ad doabt whether it will do to indulge the kindly impulne, j 
the calculation of dangerous chances, and llm cost between 
the loving impulse and its fulfilment. Yea; there is bitter 
chance of narrowness, meanne&H, and dnlness on this path, 
and i( requires great natural force, a vise aad large view 
of life taken at an earlj age, or fervent trust in God, ta , 
evade them. 

It is astonishing to see the poor, no less than llie rich, the ' 
slaves of esiernals. One would think that, where the rich 
man once hecame aware of the worihlessness of the mere 
trappings of life from the weariness of a, spirit that found it- 
self entirely dissatisfied after pomp and self-indlilgence, the 
poor man would learn this a hundred limes from ilie experi- 
ence how entirt'ly independent of them is all that is intrinei' 
cally valuable in our life. But, no ! The poor man wants 
dignity, wants elevation of spirit. It is his own servility that 
forges ihe fetters that enslave him. Whelher he cringe to, or 
rndely defy, the man in the coaoh and handsome coat, the 
cause and effect are ihe same. He is influenced by a. costume 
and a position. He is not firmly rooted in the truth that only 
in BG far as outward beauty and grandeur are representative 
of the mind of the possessor, can they countfor any thing hi, 
all. O, poor man I you are poor indeed, if you feel yourself 
so ; poor if you do not feel that a soul born of God, a mind 
capable of scanning the wondrous works of time and space, 
and a flexible body for its service, are the essential riohes of 
ft man, and all he needs to make him the equal of any oth«r 
man. You are mean, if the possession of money or otlter 
external advantages can make you envy or shrink from a 
being mean enough to value himself upon such. Stand 
where you may, O man, you cannot he noble and rich if 
your brow be not broad and steadfast, if your eye beam not 
with a consciousness of inward worth, of eternal claims and 
hopes which such trifles carmoi at all affect. A man without 
this majesty is ridiculous amid Ihe floujii?h and decorations 
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Hired by motioy, pitiable in the fBdi^i ilmbiliiiietits of pov- 
erty. But a man wbo is a man, a woinaii wbu is a uaiimii, 
I Icsgened or embarr.issed because otbers look 
ignorantly on such matiere. If they regret ihe want of 
these temporary means of power, it must be solely be- 
t fetters their motions, deprives them of leisure and 
desired means of improvement, or of benefitinf; those they 
"jveorpily. 

I have heard those possessed of rhetoric and imaginative 
tendency declare that they should base been outwardly great 
and inwardly free, victorious poela and heroes, if fate had 
allowed them a certain quantity of dollars. I have found it 
impossible to believe them. In early youth, penury may 
have power to freeze the genial current of the soul, and pre- 
rent it, during one abort life, from becoming sensible of its 
true vocation and destiny. Bui if it has become conscious of 
these, and yet there ia not advance in any and all circum- 
ulances, no change would avail. 

No, our poor man must begin higher ! He must, in the 
first place, really believe there is a Grod who ruleth — a fact 
to which few men vitally bear witness, though most are ready 
to aiRrro it with the lips. 

2. He must sincerely believe that rank and wealth 



take bis stand on his claims as a. human being, made in Glod'a 
own likeness, urge them when the occasion permits, but never 
be so ialse to them as to feel put down or injured by the want 
of mere external advantages. 

3. He must accept his lot, while he is in it. If he can 

change it for the better. Jet his energies be exerted to do so. 

It if he cannot, there is none thut will not yield an opL'uing 

Eden, to the glories of Zion, and even lo the sublerraueaii 
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;::Dcbantment8 of our strange estate. There is noao Chat □ 
not be used with nobleness. 



4. Let him examine the subject enough to be convinced I 
Jhat there is not that vast difference between the employment* | 
that is Hnpposed, in the means of expansion and refinemenL 
All depends on the spirit as to the use that ia made of an 
occupation. Mahomet was not a wealthy merchant, and pro- 
found philosophers have ripened on the beiiches, not of the 
lawyers, but the shoemakers. It did not bui-t MiUon lo be 

a poor schoolmaster, nor Shakspeare r.o do the errands of a 
London play-house. Yes, " the mind is its own place," and 
if it will keep that place, all doors will be opened from it. 
Upon this subject we hope to offer some hints at a future 
day, in speaking of the different trades, professions, and 
modes of labor. 

5. Let him remember that from no man can the chief 
wealth be kept. On all lUen the sun and stars shine ; for all 
the oceans swell and rivers flow. All men may be brothers, 
lovers, fathers, friends ; before all lie the mysteries of birth 
and death. If these wondrous means of wealth and bless- 
ing be likely to remain misused or unused, there are quite 
lis many disadvantages in the way of the man of money 
as of ihe man who has none. Few who drain the choicest 
grape know the ecstasy of bliss and knowledge that follows a 
full draught of the wine of life. That has mostly been re- 
served for those on whose thoughts society, as a public, makes 
but a moderate claim. And if bitterness followed on the joy, 
if your fountain was frozen afVer its JirsE gush by the cold 
winds of the world, yet, moneyless men, ye are at least not 
wholly ignorant of what a human being hiis force to know. 
You have not skimroed over surfaces, and been dozing od 
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beds of down, during the rare and stealthy visits of Love and 
the Muses. Remember this, and, looking round on the ar- 
rangements of the lottery, see if you did not draw a prize in 
your turn. 

It will be seen that our ideal poor man needs to be reli- 
gious, wise, dignified, and humble, grasping at nothing, claim- 
ing all ; willing to wait, never willing to give up ; servile to 
none, the servant of all, and esteeming it the glory of a man 
to serve. The character is rare, but not unattainable. We 
have, however, found an approach to it more frequent in 
woman than in man. 




•DuBiNQ ft lute visit to Boston, I visited with great pleasure 
Uie Chinese Museum, which Las been opened there, 

Tiiere was much satisraciioii in surveying its rich contents, 
if merely on account of their splendor and elegance, whioli, 
though fantastic to our tastes, presented an obvious stnndard 
of :1a own by which to pri/e it. The ricli dresses of the 
imperial court, the magnificent jars, (the largest vcorth ibree 
hundred dollars, and looking tn if it was worth much more,) 
the present-boxes and ivory work, the elegant interiors of the 
home and count ing-i-oom, — all these gave pleasure by their 
perfection, each in its kind. 

But the chief impression was of that unity of existence, so 
opposite to the European, and, for a chcuige, so pleasant, from 
its repose and gilded lightness. Their imperial majesties do 
really seem so " perfectly serene," that we fancy we might 
become so under their sway, if oot "thorougbiy virtuous," as 
they profess to be. Entirely a new mood would be ours, as 
we should sup in one of those pleasure boats, by the light of 
fanciful lanterns, or listen U> the tinkling of pagoda bells. 

The highest conventional refinement, of a certain kiud, is 
apparent in all that belongs to the Chinese. The inviola- 
bility of custom has not made their life heavy, but shaped it 
to the utmost adixiitneas for their own purposes. We are. 
now somewhat familiar with their literature, and we see per- 
vading it a poetry subtle and aromatic, like the odors of their 
appropriate beverage. Like that, too, it is all domestic, — 
;r wild. The social genius, fluttering i 
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moulded tliem, bodj' and sonl ; the youngest children are 
more social and Chinese than bttraao ; and we doubt not the 
infant, with its Rnt cry, shows ita capacity for seir-comraand 
nnd obedience to superiors. 

Their great man, Confucius, expresses this social genius in 
its most perfect slate and highest ibnn. Hia golden wisdom 
is the quintcBcence of social justice. He never fovgets condi- 
tions and limits; he is admirably wise, pure, and religiouR, 
but never towers above humanity — uever soars into soli- 
tude. There is no token of the forest or cnve In Confucius. 
Few men could understand him, because his nature was so 
thoroughly balanced, and his rectitude so pure ; not because 
his thoughts were too deep, or too high for them. In bim 
should be sought the best genius of the Chinese, with that 
perfect practical good sense whose uses are universal. 

At one time I used to change from reading Confucius la 
one of the great relijjious books of another Eastern nation ; 
and it was always like leaving the street and the palace for 
the blossoming forest of the East, where in earlier times we 
are told the angels walked with men and talked, not of earth, 
but of heaven. 

As we looked at the forms moving about in the Museum, 
we could not wonder that the f hineae consider us, who call 
ourselves the civilized world, barbarians, so deficient were 
(hose forms in the sort of refinement that the Chinese prize 
above all. And our people deserve it for their senselessness 
in viewing them as barbarians, instead of seeing how perfectly 
fliey represent their own idea. They are inferior to us in 
important developments, but, on the whole, approach far 
neai'er iheir own standard than we do ours. And it is 
wonderful that an enlightened European can fail (□ prize Ihe 
sort of beauty they do develop. Sela of engravings we have 
peen 1 1^ pre sen ting the culture of the lea plant, have brought 
1i> IIS imager of an entirely original idyllic loveliness. One 
lung rei'ident in China has observed ihal nothing' ran he 
26 • 
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more enchanting than the smile of lave on the regular, but 
othemise expreseionlesa face of a Chinese womau. It has 
the simplicit}' and nbandonment of infantine, with the fulness 
of mature feeling. It never varies, but it does not tire. 

The same eweetnesa and elegance stereotyped now, but 
having onginaUy a deep root in tlieir life as a race, m&j be 
seen in their poetry and music. The last we have heard, 
both from the voice and several instruments, at this Museum, 
for the first lime, and were at first tempted to laugh, wbea 
something deeper forbade. Like their poetry, the music is 
of the narrowest monotony, a kind of rosury. a repelition of 
phrases, and, in its enlhnsiaani and conventional excitement, 
like nothing else in the heavens and on the earth. Yet both 
the poetry and mtisic have in them an expression of birds, 
roses, and moonlight ; indeed, they suggest that slate where 
"moonlight, and music, and feeling are one," though the soul 
seems to twitter, rather than sing of it. 

It is wonderful with how little practical insight travellers 
in China look on what they see. They seem to be struck by 
points of repulsion at once, and neither see nor tell us what 
could give any real clew lo their facts. I do not speak 
now of the recent lecturers in this city, for I have not heard 
Ihem } but of the many, nuuif books into which I have ear- 
lier looked with eager curiosity, — in vain, — I always found 
the same external facts, and the same prejudices which disa- 
bled the observer trom piercing beneath them, I feel that I 
know something of the Chinese when reading Confucius, or 
looking at the figures on their tea-cups, or drinking a cup of 
genuine tea — rather an unusual felicity, it is said, in this 
ingenious city, which shares with the Chinese one trait at 
least But the travellers rather take from than add to this 
knowledge ; and a visit to this Museum would give more elcar 
views than all the hooks I ever re^ yet. 

Tlie juggling was well done, and so solemnly, with iho 
wme concentrated look as the music! I saw the jiif'TJer 
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afterwards at Ole Bull's concert, and he moved not a muscle 
while the nightingnie was pouring forlh its sweetest descant. 
Probably the avenues wanted for these strains to enter hia 
heart had been closed by the imperial edict long ago. The 
resemblance borne by this juggler to our Indians is even 
greater than we have seen in any other case. His brother- 
hood does not, to as, seem surprising. Our Indians, loo, are 
stereotyped, though in a different way ; they are of a mould 
capable of retaining the impression through ages ; and many 
of the traits of the two races, or two branches of a race, may 
seem to be identical, though so vridely modified by circum- 
stances. They are all opposite to us, who have made ships, 
and balloons, and magnetic telegraphs, as symbolic expres- 
Bions of our wants, and the means of gratifying them. We 
must console ourselves with these, and our organs and pianos, 
for our want of perfect good breeding, serenity, and "thor* 
ough virtue." 
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Tei: poet bad retired from the social circle. Its mirth « 
to bis sickened soul a noisj discord, its sentiment a hoUow I 
moi^kery. With grief be felt that tbe recital of a generous 1 
action, the vivid expression of a noble tbougbt, could otil; J 
graze tbe surface of bis mind. Tbe desolate stillae^^s of death J 
lay brooding on its deptbs. Tbe friendly smiles, the tender J 
attentions which seemed so sweet in those hours when Mela 1 
was '' crown uf bia cup and garnjsb of bis disb," could give the i 
present but a ghastly similitude to tlio.'iu blessed days. While'] 
bis attention, disobedient to his wishes, kept turning painfullj ^ 
inward, tiie voice of the singer suddenly startled it back. A 
lovely maid, with moist, dear eye, and pleading, earnest voice, 
was seated at the harpsichord. She sang a sad, and yet not 
hopeles^<, strain, like that of a lover who pines in absence, yet ' 
hopes again lo meet his loved one. 

Tbe heart of Klopstock rose (u his lips, and natural tears 
suffused his eyes. She paused. Some youth of untouched 
heart, shallow, as yet, in all things, asked for a lively aong, 
the expression of animal enjoyment. She hesitated, and cast ' 
A sidelong glance at the mourner. Heedlessly tbe request was 
urged: she wafted over the keys an airy prelude. A. coU ■ 
rush of anguish came over the awakened heart ; Klopstock 
rose, and hastily left tbe room. 

He entered his apartment, and threw himself upon the bed»: ij 
The moon was nearly at the full: a tree near the large win-'] 
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dow obscured iCa radiance, and cast into the room a Sickering 
Bhadow, aB itB leaves kept swaying to and fro with the breeze. 

Vaiuly Klopstock sought for noothiiig ialluencea in the cou- 
teiQplution of the aoft and varying lighL SadneBB is always 
deepest at this hour of celeiitial calmness. The soul realizes 
ougs to be in harmony with itself far more ia 
uuch an hour than when any outward ill is arousing or 
jppressing it. 

" Weak, fond wretch that I am I " cried he. '' I, the bard 
of the Messiah ! To what purpose have I nurtured ray soul 
on the virtues of that siibUme model, for whom no renuneiatioa 
D hard ? Four years an angel sojourned with me : her 
vivified my soul into purity and benevolence like her 
own. Happy was I as the saints who rest after their long 
struggles in the bosom of perfect love. I thought myseU' 
good because 1 sinned not against a bounteous God, because 
my heart could spare some dmps of its overflowing oil and 
balm ibr the wounds of others : now what am I ? My angel 
leaves me, but she leaves with me the memory of bli^idtul 
years and our perfect communion as aJi earnest of that 
happy meeting which awaits us, if I prove faithful to my own 
words of faith, to those strains of religious confidence which 
are even now cheering onward many an inexperienced youth. 
And what are my deeds and fe-ehngs ? The springs of life 
and love frozen, here I lie, sunk in grief, as if I knew no 
world beyond the grave. The joy of otiiers seems an insult, 
their grief a dead letter, compared with my own. Meta ! 
Meta 1 couldsC thou see me m my hour of trial, thou wouldst 
disdain thy chosen one!" 

A strain of sweet and solemn music swelled on his ear — one 
of ihoi^e majestic harmonies which, were there no other proof of 
the Bout's immortality, must suggest the image of an intellect- 
ual paradise. It closed, and Meta stood before him. A long 
veil of silvery whiteness fell over her, through which raight 
be seen the fixed but nobly-serene expression of the large 
bine eyes, and a holy, seraphic dignity of mien. KlopstocJc 
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lelt Uefbre her: his soul was awed to earth. " Hast thou 
come, my adoreii ! " said he, " fWim thy home of bliss, lo tell 
me that thou no longer loTeat thy unworthy friend ? " 

" O, speak not thus I " replied the softest and mo»l peneirftt- 
ng of voices. " God wills not that his purifled crealares 
should loolc in contempt or anger on those enffering the ilk 
from which they are set free. O, no, my love ! my hosband I 
e to speak consolation to thy sinking spirit. When you 
e to hreaihe my lai^t sigh io the aims of a sister, who, 
however dear, was nothing to my heart in eomparison with 
you, I closed my eyes, wishing that the light of day might de- 
part with thee. The thought of what thou must suffer oon- 
vnlseil my heart with one last pang. Once more I munnored. 
wish I liad so often expressed, tliat the sorrows of the sur- 
vivor might have fallen to my lot rather than to thine. In 
that pang my soul extricated itself from the body ; a sensa- 

n tike that from exquisite fragrance came over me, and 
with breezy lightness I rose into the pure serene. It was a 
moment of feeling almost wild, — so free, so unobscured. I 
liad not yet passed the verge of comparison ; 1 could not yet 
embrace the Infinite : therefore my joy was like those of 
earth — intoxicating. 

" Word* cannot paint, even to thy eager soul, my friend, the 
winged swiftness, the onward, glowing hopefiilness of my path 
through the fields of azure. I paused, at length, in a region 
of keen, pure, bluish light, such as beams from Jupiter to thy 
planet on a lovely October evening. 

" Here an imraediale conviction pervaded me that this was 
home — was ray appointed resting place; a full tide of hope 
and satisfaction similar to the emotion excited on my first ac- 
quaintance with thy poem flowed over this hour ; a joyous 
confidence in the existence of Goodness and Beauty supplied 
for a season, the want of thy society. The delicious clearness 
of every emotion exalted my soul into a realm full of life. 
Some time elapsed in (his state. The whole of my temporal 
: passed in review before nic. My llioughls, my 
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BCtiona, were placed in fiill relief before the cleared eye of my 
spirit. Beloved, thou wilt rejoice to know that thy Meta 
could then feel that her worst fauhs sprung from ignorance. 
As I WHS striving to connect my present state with my past, 
and, as it were, poising myself on the hrink of space and time, 
the breath of another presence came across me, and, gradually 
evolving from the bosom of light, a figure rose hefore me, in 
grace, in sweetness, how excelling ! Fixing her eyes on mine 
with Ihe full gaze of Jove, she said, in flnte-lifce tones, ' Dost 
thou know me, my eister?' 

" ' Art Ihott not,' I replied, ' the love of Petrarch ? I have 
Been the portraiture of thy mortal lineaments, and now recog- 
nize that perfect beauty, the full violet flower which thy 
lover's genius was able to anticipate.' 

" ' Te.'',' she said, ' I am Laura — on earth most happy, yet 
most sad i mo.st rich, and yet most poor, I come to greet her 
whom I recognize as the inheritress nf all that was lovely in 
my earthly being, more happy than I in her temporal state. 
1 have sympathized, O wife of KJopsiock ! in thy transitory 
happiness. Thy lover was thy priest and thy poet; thy model 
and omcle was thy bosom friend. All that earth could give 
; and I joyed to think on thy rewarded love, thy 
freedom of soul, and unchecked faith. Follow me now : we 
are to dwell in the same circle, and I am appointed to show 
thee thine abiding place,' 

" She guided me towards the source of that light which I 
have described to thee. We paused before a structure of 
dazzling whiteness, which stood on a slope, and overlooked a 
valley of exceeding beauty. It was shaded by trees which 
had that peculiar calmness that the i^hadows of trees have be- 
low in the high noon of summer moonlight — 



Aa the shades of iteefi below, 

When t)iey Bleep on thp lonely hill, 

lu the snmmer moonlieht glow.' 
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'It is indeed a place of 
m than the home KIop- J 
} ourselves beyond tha I 

!i this thy final home; I 



It was deeked with majestic sculptures, of which I mtiy spcal 
in some future interview. Before it rose a fountain, froiri 
which the sti'eaiu of light flowed down the valley, dividing ifB 
into two unequal parts. The lai'ger and farther from ubV 
seemeil, when I tii'st looked on it, populous with shapes, beaa-fl 
teoua as that of my guide. But, when I looked more I 
edly, I saw only the valley, carpeted with large blue i 
white flowers, which emitted a hyacinthine odor. Her^] 
Laura, turning round, asked, 'Is not this a poetic hom^^ 
Meta ? ' 

"I paused a moment ere I replied, ' 
beauty, but more like the Greek elyaiu 
Block and I were wout (o picture U 
gates of Death.' 

" ' Thou sayest well,' she said ; ' nor 
thou wilt but wait here a season, till Klopslock comes,' 

" ' What,' said I, ' alone ! alone in Eden ? ' 

" ' Has not Meta, then, collected aught aa which she migbt | 
meditate? Hast thou never read, "While I was musing, the 'I 
Are burned" ?' 

"'Laura,' said I, 'spare the reproach. The love of Po- I 
trach, whose soul grew up in golden fetters, whose strongest,] 
emotions, whose most natural actions were, through a long r| 
life, constantly repressed by the dictates of duty and honor^ J 
she content might pass long years iu that contemplation whic&d^ 
was on earth her only solace. But I, whose life has all beeii'vfl 
breathed out in love and ministry, can I endure that lafM 
existence be reversed? Can I lire without utterance of spirit ?-| 
or would such be a stage of that progressive happiness we a 
promised ? ' 

"'True, httle one!' said she, with her iirst heavenly s 
' nor shall it be thus with thee. A ministry b appoints 
thee — the same which I exercised while waiting here for tl 
friend wliom below I was forhidden to call my o 

'• She touched me, and fjom my shoulders sprung a pair 6 
wings, white and azure, wide and glistering. 
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"'Metal' she resumed, 'spirit of love! be this tliine office. 
Wherever a soul pines in absence from all compaaionsiiip, 
nreathe sweet lliougtila of sympathy to he had in another 
life, if dpserved by virtuous exertions and mental progress. 
Bind up tlie wounds of hearts torn by bereavement ; leach 
them where healing is to be found. Revive in the betrayed and 
forsaken heart that belief in virtue and nobleness, without 
whieh life is an odious, disconnected dream. Fsin every flame 
of generous enthusiasm, and on the altars where it is kiiidled 
strew ihoa the incense of wisdom. In such a ministry thou 
couldst never be alone, since hope must dwell with thee. 
But I shall often come and discourse to thee of the future 
glories of thy destiny. Yet more : Seest Ihoii that marble 
tablet ? Retire here when thy pinions are wearied. Give up 
thy soul to faith. Fix thine eyes on the tablet, and the deeds 
and thoughts which fill the days of Klopslock shall be traced 
on it Thus shall ye not be for a day divided. Hast thou, 
Meta, aught moi-e to aslc ? " 

"'Messenger of peace and bliss!' said I, 'dare I frame 
another request? Is it too presumptuous to ask that Klop- 
Btock may be one of tho^e to whom I minister, and that he 
may know it is Mela who consoles him ? ' 

"'Even this, lo a certain extent, I have power to grant. 
Moat pure, most holy was ihy life with Klopatock ; ye taught 
one another only good things, and peculiarly are ye rewarded. 
Thou mayst oceaJiionally manifest thyself to him, and answer 
bis prayers with words, — so long,' she continued, looking 
fixedly at me, ' as be continues true to himself and thee ! ' 

" 0, my beloved, why tell thee what were my emotions at 
liiich a promise ? Ah I I must now leave thee, for dnwn is 
bringing hack the world's doings. Soon I shall visit thee 
figain. Farewell ! Remember that thy every thought and 
deed will be known to me, and be happy I " 

She vmiished. 
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A Fable. 

The country had been denuded of ils foreslB, and men 
cried, " Come ! we must plant anew, or there will be no shada 
for the homeH of our children, or fuel for rheir hearths. Let 
us find the best kernels for a new growth." And a basket of 
butiernuts was offered. 

But the phinters rejected it with disgust, " What a black, 
Kugh coat it has ! " said they ; " it ia entirely unfit for the 
dishes on a nobleman's table, nor have we ever seen it in such 



/f offensive kernel ; 



places. It must Lave a groai^j, 
trees grow up from such a nut." 

" Friends," said one of the plant 
rash. The chestnut lias not a ba 
encased in troublesome burs, and. 
must as black as these nuts you de 
trees of lefty stature, graceful form, 
nel is white, and has furnished food to tl 
splendid nations of the older world." 

" Don't tell me," saya another ; " brown 
from black. 1 like brown very well ; then 
eedent for its respectability. Perhapr 
your chestnuts, if we can get fine sampli 
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[, I think we should use only English walnuts, each i 
forefathers delighted to honor. Here are many hasketsful of 
them, quite enough for the present. We will plant them with 
a sprinkling between of the chestnut and acorn." 

"iluL," n-joiued the other, "many butternuts arc beneath 
(314) 
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the sod, and jou cannot help a inisturE; of thtm being in your 
wood, at any rate." 

" Well, we wUl grub them up and cut them down wben- 
ever we find them. We caa use the young shrubs for kin- 
dlings." 

At that mometit two persons entered the council of a darker 
complexion than most of those present, as if bom beneath the 
glow of a more scorching eud. First came a woman, beauti- 
ful in the mild, pure grandeur of her look; in whose large 
dark eye a propht^lic intelligence was mingled with infinite 
sweetness. She looked at the assembly with an air of sur- 
prise, as if its aspect was strange to her. She threw quite 
back her veil, and stepping aside, made room for her com- 
panion. His form was youthful, about the age of one we 
have seen in many a picture produced by the thought of 
eighteen centuries, as of one " instructing the doctors." I 
need not describe the features ; all minds have their own im- 
presiiioQS of such an image, 

" Severe in youthful beauty. " 

In his hand he bore a white banner, on which was em- 
broidered, " Peace and Good Will to Men." And the 
words seemed to glitter and give out sparks, as he paused in 
the Bssembly. 

. '■ 1 came hither," said he, " an uninvited guest, because I read 
BCulpiured above the door ' All men born free and equal,' 
and in this dwelling hoped to fiud myself at borne. What is 
the matter in dispute?" 

Then they whispered one to another, and murmurs were 
heard — " He is a mere boy; young people are always foolish 
and extravagant ; " or, " He looks like a fanatic." But others 
said, " He looks like one whom we have been taught to honor. 
It will be best lo tell him the matter in dispute." 

When he heard it, he smiled, and said, " It will be needful 
first to ascertain which of the nuts is soundeet within." And 
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wllh a liamroer lie broke on.^ two, and more of ihu Eiiglbb 
wnlimts, aiiU lliey were mouldy. Then lie tried (be oiLer 
nuis, liul foiiiiil most ot'tbem fresh witbin and tchite, for ibi-/ 
were fre*h from the bosom of the earth, while the others bad 
been kept in a damp cellar. 

And he said, '' You had better plant them together, lesE 
none, or few, of the walnuts be sonnd. And v,hy are you so 
reluctant? Hoa not Heaven permitted them both to grow on the 
eame moiI? and does not that show what is intended about it?" 

And they said, " But ihey are blacli and ugiy to look upon." 
He replied, " They do not seem so lo me. What my Fatber 
has fashioned in such guise ofTends not mine eye." 

And they said, " But from one of these trees flew a bird of 
prey, wiio hus done great wrong. We meant, therefore, lo 
Huffor no such tree among us." 

And he replied, " Amid the hand of niy countrymen and 
friends there was one guilty of the blackest crime — that of 
Belling for a priee the life of hia dearest friend ; yet all the 
other:^ of his blood were not put under ban because of hia 
guilt." 

Then they said, " But in the Holy Book our teachers tell 
us, we are bid to keep in exile or distress whataoerer is black 
and unseemly in our eyes." 

Then he put his hand to his brow, and cried in a voice of 
the most penetrating paibos, " Have I been so long nmon™ 
you, iind ye have not known me?" And the woman turned 
from them ibe majestic hope of her glance, and bolh forms 
suddenly vanished ; but the banner was letY trailing in thu 
dust. 

The men stood gazing at one another. After which ons 
mounted on high, and said, " Perhaps, my friends, we carry 
too far this aversion to objects merely because they are 
black. I heard, the olher day, a wise man say that blatdi 
was the color of evil — marked as such by God, and thai 
whenever a white man atruck a black man he did an act of 



WHAT FITS A MAN TO BE A VOTER! 



worship lo God.* I coXiId not quite beliei 

wtiHt I am about to add, I shall not be misundersKioil. 

no abolitioai^t. I respect above all things, diviue or b 

tbe constitution franmd by our rurejiii.bcrs, uad ihe peculiar 

institutions ballowed by ibe usage of ilieir s 

symputby willi the black race in this countrj'. I wish it to 

be uiideralood ttiat I feci towards negroes the purest personal 

antipathy. It is a family trait with us. My little s< 

able lo speak, will cry out, ' Nigger ! Nigger 1 ' whenever he 

sees one, and try to throw things at them. He made n whole 

omnibus load laugb the other day by bis cunning way of doing 

this.t Tlie child of my political antagonist, on the other 

hand, says ' he likes tuUared children the best.'f You see 

he is tainted in his cradle by the loose principles of his p 

even before he can say nigger, or pronounce the more refined 

appellutiun. But tliat is no matter. I merely mention thi^ 

by the way i not to prejudice you against Mr. . but that 

you may appreciate the very diiferent slate of things iti my 
family, and not misinterpret what I have to say. I was lately 
in one of our prisons where a somewhat injudicious indulgf 
had extended to one of the condemned felons, a lost and 
wretched outcast i'rom society, the use of materials for paint- 
ing, that having been his profession. He had completed at 
his leisure a picture of the Lord's Supper. Most of the 
figures were well enough, hat Jadas he had repre 
black. t Now, gentlemen, I am o1 
unwarrantable liberty taken with the Holy Scriptui 
shows too muck prejudice in the community. It is my wis] 
to be moderate and fair, and preserve a medium, neither, oi 
the one band, yielding the wholesome antipathies planted it 
our breasts a& a. safeguard against degradat 
etitutioaal obligations, which, as I bare before observed, are, 
with me, more binding than »ny other; nor, on the other 
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Lanil, fbrgetfing that liberality and wisdom which are iJie iire- 
rogative of every citizen of this free commonwealth. I agree, 
then, with our young visitor, I hardly know, indeed, why a 
stranger, and one so young, was permitted to mingle in tUu 
council i but it was certainly thoughtful in him to crack sind 
examine the nuts. I ngree that it may be well to plant some 
of the biaclc nuts among the othei'S. ko that, if many of the 
walnuts fail, we may make use of this inferior tree." 

At this moment arose a hubbub, and such a clamor of 
" dangerous innovation," " political capital," " low-minded dem- 
agogue," " infldel who denies the Bible," " lower link in the 
chain of creation," ice, that it is impossible to say what wM 
the decision. 



DISCOVERIES. 



SoMKTiMES, Ha we meet people in the stivet, we catch a 
sentence from their lips tlint atfords a dew to their history and 
liiihits of mind, and puts our own minds on quite a new course. 

Yesterday two female figured drew nigh upon llie street, in 
wiiou] we had only observed liieir tawdry, showy style of 
ilresi, when, as they passed, one remarked to the otiier, in tlie 
toneofa person who hHsjust mudea di«cavei-y, "/think there 
is something very li;ini)Aome in a fine child." 

Poor womnn ! iliat seemed lo haye been the first time in 
her life that she licid miulu the observation. The charms of 
the human being, in that fresh and flower-like age which is 
intended perpetually to i-el'resh us in our riper, renovate tis in 
our declining years, had never touclied lier heart, nor awak- 
ened for her tlie myriad tiioughta and fancies that as naturally 
attend the sight ofcliihlhood as bees swarm to tlie blossoming 
bough. Instead of being to her the little angels and fairies, 
the embodied poems which may ennoble the humblQ:jt lot, they 
bad been to lier mei-e " torments," who " could never be kept 
still, or their faces clean." 

How piteous is the loss of those who do not contempkta 
childhood in n spirit of lioliness I The heavenly inlluence on 
their own minds, of attention to cultivate each germ of great 
and good qualities, of avoiding the least act likely to injure, is 
loHt — a loss di'eaiy and piteous! for which no gain can euui- 
pensate. But how unspeakably deploi-able the petrifaciiun 
of thwe who lonk upon their little friends without any syin- 
piithy even, wliose hearts are, by selfislinesa, worldliness, ami 
vanity, seareil IVom all gentle iiiatincts, wiio can no lunger 
(31S) 
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apprecinte their spontaneous grace and glee, that elofiiience in 
every look, motion, and etainniered word, those lively and 
incessant charms, over which the action of the tower motives 
with which the social system is rife, may so soon draw a veil ! 

We cau no longer apeak thus of all children. On some, 
especially in cilies, the inheritance of sin and deformity li^ora 
bad parents falls too heavily, and incases at once the spnr'k 
of soul which God still doth not refuse in such instances, in a 
careful, knowing, sensual mask. Such are never, in fact, 
children at all. But the rudest little cubs that are free from 
taint, and show (he affinities with nature and the soul, are still 
young and flexible, and rich in gleams of the loveliness to be 
Loped from pertected human nature. 

It is sad that all men do not feel these things. It is aad 
that they wilfully renounce so lai-ge a part of their heritage, 
and go forth to buy filtered water, while the fountain is g;ush.- 
ing freshly beside the door of [heir own huts. As with the 
charms of children, so with other things. They du not know 
that the sunset is worth seeing every night, i..> I the shows of 
tlie forest better than those oi' the theatre, and the work of 
bees and beetles more instructive, if scanned with care, tliaa 
the lyceum lecture. The cheap knowledge, the cheap pleas- 
ures, that are spread before every one, they cast aside Id 
search of an uncertain and feverish joy. We did, indeed, 
hear one man say that he could not possibly be deprived of 
his pleasures, since he could always, even were his abode ia 
the narrowest lane, have a blanket of sky above his head, 
where he coutd see the clouds pass, and the stars glilter. But 
men in general remain unaware that 



For them the light dresses all objects in endless novelty, 
be rose glows, domestic love smiles, and childhood gives out 
with sportive freedom its oi'acles — in vain. That woman had 
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Been beauty in gay shawls, in teacups, in carpets ; but only 
of late had she discovered that " there was something beanti- 
ful in a fine child.** Poor human nature ! Thou must have 
been changed at nurse by a bad demon at some time, and 
strangely maltreated, — to have such blind and rickety inter- 
vals as come upon thee now and then ! 



POLITENESS TOO GEEAT A LUXURY TO BB ] 
GIVEN TO THE POOR. 



A FEW days ago, a lady, crossing in one of the ferry boata^J 
that ply from Ibia cily, saw a young boy, poorly dressed, sit- 1 
ting with an infant in his arms on une of tlie benches, 
observed that the child looked sickly and coughed. This, ak[fl 
the day was raw, made her anxious in its behalf, and she weatf 
to the boy and asked whether he was alone there with thai 
baby, and if he did not think the <!o1d breeze dangerous for it> 
He replied that he was sent out with the child to take care of 1 
it, and that his father said the fresh air from the water would j 
do it good. 

While he made ibis simple answer, a number of per«HWfl 
had collected around to listen, and one of them, a well-dressed^ 
woman, addressed the boy in a string of such questions i 
remarks as these : — 

" What is your name ? Where do yon live ? Are yon-telHJ 

log us the truth ? It's a shame to have that baby out in Gucbil 

weather; you'll be the death of it. (To the bystaoders:} !■ 

would go and see his mother, and tell her about it, if I was I 

e he had told us the truth about where he lived. How do 1 
you expect !o get back ? Here, (in the rudest voice,) Bom&- 1 
body says you have not fold the truth as to where you live." J 

The child, whose only offence consisted in taking care (^ J 
the little one in public, and answering when he was spoken tOiM 
began to ^hed tears at tbe accusations thus grossly pre£erred| 
against liiin. Tlie bystanders stared at both ; but a 
them all ihere was not one with sufRcienlly clear notioiu of 1 
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propriety and moral energy to say to this impudent questioner 
"Woman, do you suppose, b«cau3c you wear a handsome 
ehawl, nnd that boy a patched jat^kel, tliat you Ijave any right 
(o speak lo him at a)l, unless he wishes it -i— far less to prefer 
against him these rude accusations? Your vulgarity is unen- 
durable ; leave the place or alt*r your marmer." 

Many such instances have we Been of insolent rudeness, 
or more insolent affability, founded on no apparent grounds, 
except nn apparent diflerencc in pecuniary posilioo ; for no 
one can suppose, in such cases, the offending party has really 
enjoyed the benefit of refined education and society, but all 
present let them pass as matters of course. It was sad to sec 
how the poor would endure — mortifying to see liow the purse- 
proud dared offend. An excellent roan, who was, in his early 
years, a missionary to the poor, used to speak oflerwards with 
great shame of the manner in which he had eunducted himself 
towards them. " When I recollect," said he, " the freedom 
with which I entered their houses, inquired into all their 
affairs, commented on their conduct, and disputed their state- 
ments, I wonder I was never horsewhipped, and feel that I 
ought to have been ; it would have done me good, for I needed 
as severe a lesson on the universal obligations of politeness in 
its only genuine form of respect for man as man, and delicate 
sympathy with each in his peculiar position." 

Charles Lamb, who was indetd worthy to be called a human 
being because of those relined sympathies, said, " You rail 
him a gentleman: does his washerwoman find him so?" 
We may say, if she did, she found him a man, neither 
treating her with vulgar abruptness, nor giving himself airs 
of condescending liveliness, buL treating her with that genuine 
respect which a feeling of equality inspires. 

To doubt the veracity of another is an insult which in most 
civilized communities must in the so^alled higher classes be 
atoned for by blood, but, in those same communities, the same 
men will, with the utmost lightness, doubt the truth of one 
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who wears a ragged cont, and thus do all they can lo injurft 
and degrade him by aBsailing hia self-respect, and breaking 
the feeling of personal Lonor — a wound to which hurts 4 
man aa a wound fo its bark does a tree. 

Then how rudely are (avors couferi-ed, just as a boae is 
thrown to a dog ! A genlleman, indeed, will not do t/iat witb- 
ouC accompanying signs of sympathy and regard. Just as 
ihiR woman enid, " If you have told the truth 1 will go and 
see your mother," are many acts performed on which bhS' 
Hclors pride themselves as kind and charilable. 

All men might learn from the French in these maUw^ 
That people, whatever be their faults, are really well brgfila 
Hud many acta might be quoted from their romantic aonal^ 
where gifts were giveo froia rich to poor with a graci^ful cour- 
tesy, equitlly honorable aiid delightful lo thti giver nod, ti^ 



In Catholic countries there is more courtesy, for charity m 
there a duty, and must be done for God's sake ; there is leas 
room fur a man to give himself the pliarismcal tone about H. 
A rich man is nuti so surprised to find himself in contact ytiih 
8 poor one ; nor is the custom of kneeling on the open pave-i 
ment, the silk i-obe close to the beggar's rags, witUaut profit* 
The Beparatioi) by pews, even on the day when all meet Bstar- 
est, is as bad for the manners as the souL 

Blessed be he, or she, who has passed through this wocld, 
not only with an open pnrae and willingness to render the aid 
of mere outward benefits, but with an open eye and opeo 
heart, ready to c^heer the downcast, and enlighten the dull by 
words of comfort and looks of loi!e. The wayside chanties 
are the most valuable both as to sustaining hope and diffusing 
knowledge, and none can render thum who has not an e^pa«- 
iive nature, a heart alive to affection, and soum true notion 
however imperfectly developed, of the meaning of huuuu 
brotherhood. 

Such a one can never sauce the given meat with tauuK, 
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freeze the viand bj a cold glance af doubt, or pluuge the man, 
who asked for his hand, deeper back into the mud by any 
kind of rudeness. 

In the little inglance with which we began, no help wo* 
asked, unless by the sight of the limid little boy's old jacket, 
JJut the license which this seemed lo the well-clothed woman 
to give to rudeness, was so characteristic of a deep fault now 
existing, that a volume of comments might 'follofr and a host 
of anecdotes he drawn from almost any One's experience In 
exposition of it. These few words, pevhaps, may awaken 
thought in those who iiave drawn tears from other's eyes 
through an ignorance brutal, but not hopelessly so, if (hey are 
drilliog to rise above it, 
28 



CASSIUS M. CLAY. 



r, thiit the sense of right is not dead, but 1 



The meeting on Monday night at the Tabeniacle 
us BQ occasion of deep and peculiar interest. It waa deej^'l 
for the feelings there expresKcd and answered bore witness to I 
the truth of ou 
only sleepeth ii 

appeal to it, will be answered, in feeliug at least, if not ia | 
Huti^n, and while tiiere ia life there ia hope Those w 
rapturously welcomed one who had sealed his fait]i by deeds 
of devotion, must yet acknowledge in their breasts the gemu 
of like nobleness. 

It was an occiLiion of peculiar interest, such as we have 
Dot hiid occasion to feel since, in childish years, we saw Lafay- 
ette welcomed by a grateful people. Even childhood well I 
understood that ibc gratitude then expressed was not go much I 
for the aid which had been received as for the motives audi 
feelings with which it was given. The r 
one man to thank Lafayette, that he bad been able, amid tltea 
prejudices and iodulgenceB of high rank in the old regime a6\ 
society, to understand the great principles which were abDUtfl 
to create a new form, and answer, manlike, wttb love, surricBiil 
and contempt of selfish interests to the voice of humanity* 
demanding its rights. Our freedom would have been achieve^ 
without Lafayette; but it was a happinei 
to number the young French nobleman as the champion a 
American independence, and to know that he had given thai 
!, because it was the cause of ja«*a 
dings of joy. pride, and Lope, we weUl 



e of his life to o 
With similar fee 
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who has in like 
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himself from the prejudices of his position, disi'egnrded selfish 
considerations, and quitting the easy path in which he might 
liave walked to station in the sight of men, and such exlei-nal 
di^tinciiona as his State and nation readily confer on men eo 
born and bred, and with such abilities, chose rather an interest 
in their souls, and the honors history will not fail to award to 
the man who enrolls his name and elevates his life for the 
cause of right and those nniversal principles whose recogni- 
tion can alone secure to man the destiny without which he 
cannot be happy, but which he is continually sacriUcing for 
the impure worship of idols. Yea, in this country, more than 
in the old Palestine, do they give their children to the fire in 
honor of Moloch, and sell the ark confided to them by the 
Most High for shekels of gold and o( silver. Partly it was 
the sense of this position which Mr. Clay holds, as a man 
who esteems his own individual convictions of rigbt more than 
local interests or partial, political schemes, tbat gave him such 
an enthusiastic welcome on Monday night from the very hearts 
of the audience, but still more that his honor is at this moment 
identified with the liberty of the press, which has been insulted 
and infringed in him. About this there can he in fact but one 
opinion. In vain Kentucky calls meetings, states reasons, 
gives names of her own to what has been done.* The rest 
of the world knows very well what the action is, and will 
call it by but one name. Regardless of this ostrich mode of 
defence, the world has laughed and scoffed at the act of a peo- 
ple professing to be free and defenders of freedom, and the 
recording angel has written down the deed as a lawless act of 
violence and tyranny, from which the man is happy who can 
cull himself pure. 

With the usual rhetoric of the wrong side, the apolo- 
gists for this mob violence have wished to injure Mr. Clay 
by tlie epithets of "hot-beaded," "visionary," "fanatical." 
But, if any have believed tbat such could apply to a man so 



i;* Tlie destniclioa of Mr. Cluy'e pnsa hj a mob 
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ulfiar-sighled as to his objects and the way of acbteTing thed^ I 
rile mistake must have bct'u competed on Monday ni^iti ] 
Whoever saw Mr. Clay ihat iiight, saw in him a man of dee^ ] 
and strong nature, thorougiijy in earnest, wlio liad well consid- 
ered his ground, and saw that though open, as the Irnly noHi ' 
must be, to new vietvs and convictions, yet hU direction is 
taken, and the improvement to be made will not l>e to turn 
aside, but to expedite and widen his course in that direction. 
Mr. Clay is young, young enough, thank Heaven ! to promise i 
a. long career of great thoughts and honorable deeds. But I 
still, to those who esteem youth an unpardonable fault, and j 
one that renders incapable of counsel, we would say that hd j 
ta at the age when a man is capable of gi-eat thoughts and 1 
great deeds, if ever. ■ His is not a chanicter that v 
grow old ; it is not capable of a petty and short-sighted pru- 1 
dence, but can only be guided by a large wisdom, which is J 
More young than old, for it has within itself the springs of J 
perpetual youth, and which, being far-sighted and prophetical J 
joins ever with the progress party without waiting till it baf 
obviously in the ascendant. 

Mr. Clay has eloquence, but only from ihe soul. He does I 
not possess the art of Oi'atory, as an art. Before he gets 
warmed he is too slow, and breaks his sentences too much. 
His transitions are not made with skill, nor is the structure 
of his speech, as a whole, symmetrical i yet, throughout, hla 
grasp is firm upon his subject, and all the words are laden 
with the electricity of a strong mind and generous nature. 
When he begins to glow, and his deep mellow eye fills withJ 
light, the speech melts and glows too, and he is able lo impressB 
npon the hearer the full eflect of firm conviction, conceived J 
■with impassioned energy. His often rugged and harsh em- 
phaais flashed and sparkles then, and we feel that there b in 
the furnace a stream of iron: iron, fortress of the nations 

d victor of the seas, worth far more, in ali-ess of slorm, thun 
i the (Cold and gems of rhetoric 
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The great principlQ that he who wrongs one wrongs all, 
and that no part can be woonded withoat endangering the 
whole, was the healthy root of Mr. Clay'a speech. The report 
does tiot do Justice lo the turn of expression in some parts 
which were most character! si ic. These, indeed, depended 
much oh the tones and looks of the speaker. We should 
spt^ak of them as fuli of & rohust and homely sincerity, digni' 
fled by the heart of the gentlemnn, a heart too secure of its 
respect for the rights of olJiers (o need any of the usual inter- 
positions. His good-humored sai-casm, on occasion of several 
vulgar interruptions, was very pleasant, and easily at those 
times might be recognized in him the man of heroical natiii-e, 
who can only show himself adequately in time of interruption 
and of obstacle. If that be all that is iranted, we shall surely 
see him wholly ; there will be no lack of American occasions 
lo call oat ihe Greek lire. We want them all — the Grecian 
men, who feel a godlike thirst for immortal glory, and to 
develop the peculiar powers with which the gods have gifted 
them. We want them all — the poet, the thinker, the hero. 
Whether our heroes need swords, is a more doubtful point, 
we think, than Mr. Clay believes. Neither do we believe in 
some of tlie means he proposes to further his aims. God 
uses all kinds of means, but men, his priests, must keep their 
hands pure. Nobody that needs a bribe shall be asked to 
further our schemes for emancipation, liut there is room 
enough and time enough to (hink out these points till all is in 
harmony. For the good that has been done and the truth 
that has been spoken, for the love of such that has been seen 
in this great city struggling up through the love of money, 
we should to-day be thankful — and we are so. 
98* 





THE MAGNOLIA OF LAKE PONTOHARTEAIN. 

Tbb stare tell all iheir secrets to the flowers, and, if wB 
only knew how to look around us, we should not need to look 
above. But man is a plant of slow growth, and great heat is 
required to bring out his leaves. He muBt be pix>mii^ed u 
boundless fulurily, to induce him to nse aright the present 
hour. In jouth, fixing Ilia eyes on those distant worlds of 
light, he promises himself to attain them, and there fiiid the 
answer to all his wishes. His eye grows keener as he gazes, 
a voice from the earth calls it downward, and he finds all at 
his feet. 

I was riding on the shore of Lake Fontchartrstn, musing 
on nn old English expression, which I liad only lately learned 
to interpret. " He was fulfilled of all nobleness." Words eo 
significant charm us like a spell, long before we know their 
meaning. This I had now learned to interpreU Life had 
ripened tram the green bud, and I had seen the differenee, 
wide as from earth to heaven, between nublenesa and the 
JvljilmeiU of nobleness. 

A fragrance beyond any thing I had ever known came 
suddenly upon the air, and interrupted my meditation. I 
looked around me, but saw no flower from whieh it could 
proceed. There is no word for it ; exquiiite and dekriout 
have lost all meaning now. It was of a full and penetrating 
Kweelness, too keen and delicate to be cloying. Unable ni 
trace it, I rode on, but the remembrance of it pursued me. 1 
had a feeling that I must forever regret my loss, my want, if 
I did not return and find the poet of the lake, whose 
WHS such perfume. In earlier days, I might have dii 
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^rded such a, feeliag ; hut now I have Itarned to prize the 
monitions of my nature as thej deserve, and learn Bometimes 
. for Hale in the market place. So I turned hack, 
and rode to and fro, at the risk of abaadoning the object of 
my ride. 

I found her at. last, the queeii of the south, singing to her- 
self in her lonely bower. Such should a sovereign be, most 
regal when alone ; for then there ia no disturbance to prevent 
the full consciousne^ of power. All occasions limit ; a king- 
dom is but an occasion ; and no sun ever saw itself adequately 
reflected on sea or land. 

Nothing at the south had affected me like the magnolia, 
Siekness and sorrow, which hare separated me from my kind, 
have requited my loss by making known to me the loveliest 
dinlecl of llie divine language. " Flowers," it has been truly 
said, " arc the only positive present made us by nature." 
Man has nut been ungrateful, but consecrated the gill to 
adorn the darkest and briglilest hours. If it is ever perverted, 
it is to be used as a medicine ; and even this vexes me. But 
no matter for that. We hava pure intercourse with these 
purest creations ; we love them for their own sake, for their 
beauty's sake. As we grow beautiful and pure, we under- 
stand them better. With me knowledge of them is a eircum- 
sluoce, a habit of my life, rather than a merit. I have lived 
with them, and with them almost alone, till I have learned to 
interpret the slightest signs by which they manifest their fair 
thoughts. There is not a flower in my native region which 
has not for me a tale, to which every year is adding new inci- 
dents; yet the growths of this new climate brought me new 
and sweet emotions, and, above all others, was the magnolia 
a revelation. When I first beheld her, a stalely lower of 
verdure, each cup, an imperial vestal, full-displayed to the 
eye of day, yet guai-ded from the too hasty touch even of & 
wind by its graceful deconims of firm, glistening, broad, grot 
teave^ I stood astnnished, as might a lover of music, who. afti 
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\y the harp or the bu^le, sboiild be 
'aat cathedral, by the full peal of ttt 



beftring in all his youth 
saluted, on entering Bomi 
Organ. 

AfHer I had recovered from my first surprise, I becann 
acquainted with the flower, and found all its life in bsraioiiy. 
Its fragrance, leSs enchanting than that of ihe rose, excited a 
pleasun: more fnll of life, and which could longer be enjoyed 
without satiety. Its btossoras, if plucked from their home, 
refased to retain their dazzling hue, but drooped and grew 
sallow, like princesses captive in the prison of a barbarous foe. 

But there was eometbing quite peculiar in [lie fragrance 
of thia tree ; so much so, that I had not at first recognized 
ihe magnolia. Thinking it must be of a species I had nevet? 
yet seen, I alighted, and leaviifg my horse, drew near to qaes- 
tion it With eyes of reverent love. 

"Be not surprised," replied those lips of untouched purity, 
" stranger, who Klone hast known to hear in ray voice a tone 
more deep and full than that of my beteutiful sisters. Sit 
down, and listen to my lale, nor fear that I will overpower 
thee by too much sweetness. I am, indeed, of the race yoa 
love, but in it I stand alone. In my family I have no sister 
of the heart, and though my root is the same as that of the 
other virgins of our royal house, I bear not the same blossom, 
nor call I unite my voice with theirs in the forest choir. 
Therefore I dwell here alone, nor did I ever expect to t«ll 
tile secret of my loneline^. But to all that ask there is an 
answer, and I speak to thee. 

" Indeed, we have met before, as that secret feeling rf 
home, which makes delight so tender, must inform theb. 
Tlie spirit that I utter once inhabited the glory of the most 
gloribns t'limates. I dwelt once in the orange tree." 

" Ah ? " said I ; " then T did not mistake. It is the ntme 
roice I heard in the sttddest sea-'on of my j-outh. I stood 
3ne erenitig on a high terrace in another land, the land 
where 'the plant man has grown to greatest size.' It was an 
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eveuing whose unrivalled splendor demanded perfeclion in 
man — answering to that he foutid in nature — a sky ' Ulaclt- 
blue ' deep oa eternity, atnrs of holiest hope, a breeze pruntiii- 
iog rapture in every breatli. I could not longer endure thij 
diacord between myself and such beauty; I retired within my 
window, and lit the lamp. Its rays fell on an oriinge tree, 
&11 eiad in its golden fruit and bridal blosaoms. How did 
Ve talk together then, fairest friend ! Thou didst tell me all ; 
and yet thou knoweai, that even then, had X asked any part 
o£ thy dower, it would have been to bear the sweet fruit, 
lather than the sweeter blossonis. My wish bad been ex- 
pressed by another. 

' 0, Cbst I mere na otange tree. 

That huay plant ! 

Then should I ever ladeu bfi. 



Thou didal seem to lue the happiest of all spirits in wealth ot 
nature, in fulness of utterance. How is it that I find thee now 
Bi another habitation ? " 

" How ia it, nmu, that thou art now content that thy life 
bears no golden fruit ? " 

"ItLs,"I replied, " that I have at last, through privation, 
been initiated into the aecret of peace. Blighted without, 
unable la find myself in other forms of nature, I was driveq 
Ijaelf upon the centre of my being, and there found all being. 
For the wise, the obedient child irom one ppint can draw itll 
Bnes, and in one germ read all the possible d'^osures of 
Micccsaive life." 

"Even so," replied the flower, "and ever for that re^spn 
am I trying to simplify my being. How happy I was in (he 
'pint's dower when first it was wed,' I told thee in that 
earlier day. But after a while I grew weary of (hat fulne^ 
af spt.ech ; I felt a shame at telling all I knew, and challen- 
ging all sympathies ; I was never sikut, I was never aloue ; 1 
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had a voice for every seaaon, for day and iiiglit ; on nie th. * 
merchant counted, llie bride looked to me for h<:r garlaD>, 
the nobleman for the chief ornament of his princely hai^ 
and the poor man for his weallh; all sang my pi-aises, all e:^- 
tolled my beauty, all blessed my beueficenee ; and, for a while, 
toy heart swelled with pride and pleasure. But, as yeui-a 
passed, my mood changed. The lonely moon rebuked me, as 
Bhe Lid from the wishes of m^n, nor would return til) her uue 
change was passed. The inaccessible sun looked on me with 
the same ray as on all others ; my endless profusion eouM not 
bribe him !o one smile sacred to me alone. The mysterious 
Wind passed me by to tell its secret lo the solemn |iine, and 
the nightiugale sang to the rose rather than me, tliough sho 
was often silent, and buried herself yearly in the dark earth. 

" I knew no mine or thine : I belonged to all. I could iicTer 
rest : I was never at one. Painfully I felt this want, and 
from every blossom sighed entreaties for some being lo come 
and satisfy it. With every bud I implored an answer, but 
each bud only produced an orange. 

" At last this feeling grew more painful, and thrilled my 
very root. The earth trembled at the touch with a pulse SO 
sympathetic that ever and anon it seemed, could I but retire 
and hide in that silent bosom for one calm winter, all would 
be told me. and tranquillity, deep as ray desire, be mine. - But 
the law of my being was on me, and man and nature seconded 
it. Ceaselessly ihey called on me for my beautiful gifts ; ihey 
decked ihemsclves with them, nor cared to know the maddened 
heart of the giver. 0, how cruel they seemed at last, aa tbey 
visited and despoiled me, yet never sought to aid me, or even 
paused to think that I might need their aid ! yet I would not 
hate them. I saw it was my seeming riches that bereft me 
of sympathy. I saw they could not know what was hid be- J 
□ealh the perpetual veil of glowing life. I ceased lo expect 1 
lught from them, and turned my eyes to the distant stars. I J 
thought, could I but hoard from the daily expenditure of z 
"ieea till I grew tall enough, 1 might reach those distant 1 
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■pheres, wtiicli looked bo silent and conaecrated, and there 
pau^e awhile fixim these weary joys of endless life, and in the 
lap uf winter find my spring. 

" But not so was toy hope to be fuIfillE'd. One ttlArlight 
night I was looking, hoping, when a sudden breeze came up. 
It touched me, I thought, as if it were a cold, white beam 
from those stranger worldi. The cold gained upon my heart; 
every blossom trembled, every leaf grew brittle, and the fruit 
began to seem unconnected with the stem ; soon I lost all 
feeling; and morning found the pride of the garden black, 
stiff, and powerlesa. 

" As the rays of the morning sun touched me, eonsciousnesB 
returned, and I strove to speak, hut in vain. Sealed wcio 
my fountains, and all my heartbeats still. I felt that I had 
been that beauteous tree, hut now only was - — what — I knew 
not; yet I wua, and the voices of men said, It is dead; cast it 
forth, and plant another in the costly vase. A mystic shudder 
of paiti joy then separated me wholly from my former abode. 

'■A moment more, and 1 was before the queen and guardian 
of the flowers. Of this being I cannot 8|)eak to thee in any 
language now possible betwixt us ; for this is a being of another 
order from thee, an order whose presence thou mayst feel, 
nay, approach step by st«p, but which cannot be known till thou 
art of it, nor seen nor spoken of till thou hast passed through it. 

" Sufiice it to say, that it ie not sueh a being as men love to 
paint ; a fairy, like them, only lesser and more exquisite than 
they ; a goddess, larger and of statelier proportion ; an angel, 
like slill, only with an added powor. Man never creates ; he 
only reuombiuea the lines and colors of his own existence : only 
a deific fancy could evolve from the elemenla the form that 
took me home. 

" Secret, radiant, profound ever, and never to he known, 
was she ; many forms indicate, and none declare her. Like 
nil such beings, she was feminine. All the secret powers 
mn "mothers." There is but one paternal power. 
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" She. hud heartl my wish while I looked ut tlie sinr.^, &ng 1 
in the silence of fate prepared its fulfihnetit. * Cbilil of i 
most communicative hour,' said she, 'the full pause must nojl 1 
follow such a burst of melody. Obey the gradations of 
ture, Dor seek te retire at once into her utmost purity of I 
silence. The vehemence of thy desire at once promises and I 
forbids its gratification. Thou wert the keystone of the arc^ j 
and bound together the circling year : thou canst not at ones 
became the base of the arch, the centre of ihe circle. Take \ 
a step inward, forget a voice, hjse a power; no longer a bouti* 
teous sovereign, become a vestal priestess, and bide thy time I 
in tlie magnolia.' 

" Such is my history, friend of my earlier day. Olhei;& pf 
my &mily, that you have mel, were formerly the religiai^ 
lily, the lonely dahlia, fearless decking the cold autumn, and 
answering tlie shortest visits of the sun with the brightest ( 
hues; the narcissus, ao rapt in self-con temphition that it J 
<»uld Dot abide the usual changes of a life. Some of these 1 
have perfume, others not, according to the habit of their e 
Ker slate ; for, as spirits change, they still bear some tract^ a I 
feint reminder, of their latest step upwards or inwards. X I 
still speak with somewhat of my former exuberance and ove^ t 
ready tenderness to tlie dwellers on this shore ; hut each sWf 1 
sees me purer, of deeper thought, and more capable of celii^- 1 
ment into my own hearL Nor shall I again detain a wan- 
derer, luring him from afar ; nor sliall I again subj.ect mya^ 
to be questioned by an alien spirit, to tell the tale of my being 
in words lliut divide it from itself. Farewell, stranger ! and 
believe that nothing strange can meet me more. I h^vu 
atoned by confession; further penance needs not; and I feet 
the Infinite possess me more and more. Farewell ! Ifi uieet 
again in prayer, in destiny, in harmony, in elemental power." 

The magnolia luh me ; I leh not her, but must abide fbr- 
•vecin the thought to which the ck-w was fuuiid iu the ma^o 
f that lake of the South. 
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Whoever passes up Broadwaj finds his attention arrested 
f by three fine struclurea — Trinity Church, that of the Messiah, 
j flnd Grace Cliurch. 

His impressions are, probably, at first, of a pleasant charao- 
He looks upon these edifices as expressions, which, how- 
ever inferior in grandeur to the poems in stone which adore 
the older world, surely indicate that man cannot rest content 
with his short earthly span, but prizes relations to eternity. 
The house in which he pnya deference lo claims which death 
will not cancel seems to be no less important in bis eyea 
than those in which the afl'airs which press nearest are at- 
tended to. 

So far, so good ! That is expressed which gives man his 
superiority over the other orders of the natural world, that 
c«nsciousnes,i of spiritual affinities of which we see no unequiv' 
ocul signs elsewhere. 

But, if this be aoraething great when compared with the 
rest of the animal creation, yet how little seems it when com- 
pared with the ideal that bus been offered to him, as to the 
means of signifying such feelings ! These temples I how far 
do they correspond with the idea of that religious sentiment 
from which tiiey originally sprung ? In the old world the his- 
tory of such edifices, though not without its shadow, bad many 
bright lineri. Kings and emperors paid oftentimes tor Ihe 
materials and labor a price of blood and plunder, aud many a 
wrelched sinner sought by contributions of stone for their 
walls to roll off' the burden he had laid on his conscience. * Still 
the community amid wliicli they rose knew little of these draw- 
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Pious legends attest the puritj of feeling associated 
ivith each circumstance of iheir building. Mysterious ordere, 
of which we kuow only that they were consecratwd to brother- 
ly love and the development of mind, produced the genius 
which animated the architecture; but the casting of the bells 
ind suspending them in the tower was an nut in which all 
orders of the community took part ; foi' when those cathedrals 
were consecrated, it was for the use of all- Bich and poor 
knelt together upon their marble pavements, and the imperial 
altar welcomed the obscurest artisan. 

This grace our churches want — the grace which belongs to 
all religions, but is peculiarly and solemnly enforced upon the 
followers of Jesus. The poor to whom he came to preach can 
have no share in the grace of Grace Church. In St. Feter'a* 
inly as an empty form, the soiled feet of travel-worn disci- 
ples are washed; but such feet can never intrude on the fane 
of the holy Trinity here in republican America, and the 
Messiah may be supposed still to give as eiteuse for delay, 
" The poor you always have with you." 

We must confess this cii^umstance is to us quite destructive 
pf reverence and value for lliess buUdiugs. 

We are told, that at tlie late consecration, the claims of the 
poor were eloquently urged ; and that an eH'ovt is to be made, 
by giving a side chapel, to atone for the luxury which shuts 
them out from the reflection of sunshine through those brilliant 
windows. It is certainly better that they should be offered 
mbs from the rich man's table than nothing at all, yet 
it is surely not the way that Jeans would have lauglit to pro- 
vide for the poor- 
Would we not then have these splendid edifices erected ? 
We certainly feel that the educational influence of good apeci- 
mens of architecture (and we know no other argument in 
their fiivor) is far from being a counterpoise to the abstraction 
of ao much money from purposes that would be more in HUfil- 
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I Were the rich Co build such a church, and, dispensing with 

I pews and atl exclusive adraotages, invite alt who would to 

■ coDie in to the banquet, that were, indeed, noble and Chria- 

■ tian. And, though we believe more, for our nution and time, 
f ID intellectual monuments than those of wood and stone, and, 

in opposition even to our admired Powers, think that Michael 
Angelo himself could have advised no more suitable monu- 
ment to Washington than a house devoted to the instruc- 
Ition of the people, and tjiink that great master, and the 
Greeks no less, would agree with us if they lived now to siir- 
Tej all the bearings of the subject, yet we would not object 
to these splendid churches, if the idea of Him they call Mas- 
ter were represented in them. But till it is, tliey can do no 
good, for the means are not in harmony with the end. The 
rich man sits in state while "near two hundred thousand" 
Lazaruses linger, unprovided for, without the gate. While 
this is so, they must not talk much, within, of Jesus of Naza- 
reth, who called to him fishernsen, laborers, and artisans, for 
his companions and disciples. 

We find some excellent remarks on this subject from Rev. 
Stephen Olin, president of the Weslejan University. Tliey 
are appended as a note to a discourse addressed to young 
men, on the lest, " Put ye on the Lord Jesus Christ, and 
make not provision for the flesh, lo fulfil the lusts thereof." 

This discourse, though it discloses formal and external views 
of religioHB lies and obligationSj is dignified by a fervent, gen- 
erous love for men, and a more than commenty catholic liber- 
ality ( and though these remarks are made and meant to bear 
upon the interests of his own sect, yet they are anti-sectarian 
in their tendency, and worthy the consideration of all anxious 
to understand the call of duty in these matters. Earnest atten- 
tion of this sort will better avail than fiileeo hundred dollars, 
or more, paid for a post of axhibilion in a fashionable church, 
where, if piety be provided with one ehance, worldliness haa 
twenty to Hat-u it out of counlmiantMi. 
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The strong tendency in our religious operarions to giithct 
rich and the poor into separate folds, and so to generate and 
eotabli^b in the church distinctions utterl}' at variance with 
the spirit of our political institutions, is the very worst result 
of the multiplication of sects among us; and I fear it must be 
admitted that the evil is greatly aggravated by the otherwise 
benip;nimt working of the voluntary system. Without insisting 
further upon the probable or possible injury which may befall 
our free country from this conflict of agencies, ever the most 
powerful in the formation of national and individual character, 
no one, r am sure, can fail to recognize in this development 
an influence utterly and irreconcilably hostile to the genius 
and cherished objects of Christianity. It is the peculiar glory 
of the gospel that, even under the most arbitrary govern- 
ments, it has usually been able ta vindicate and practically ex- 
emplify the essential equality of man. It has had one doC' 
trine and one hope for all its children ; and the highest and 
the lowest have been constrained, to acknowledge one holy law 
of brotherhood in the common faith of which they are made 
partakers. Nowhere else, T believe, but in the United States 
— certainly nowhero else to the same extent — does this anti- 
Cliristian separation of classes prevail in the Christian chuFcb. 
The beggar in his tattered vestments walks the splendid courts 
of St. Peter's, and kneels at its costly altars by the side of 
dukes and cardinals. The peasant in his wooden shoes is wel~ 
the gorgeous churches of Notre Dame and the Mad- 
eleine ; and even in England, where political and social dis- 
tinctions are more rigorously enforced than in any other 
country od earth, the lord and tiie peasant, the richest and the 
poorest, are usually occupants of the samB church, and par- 
takers of the same communion. That the reverse of all this 
iiany parts of this country, every observing man 
*ell ; and what is yet more deplorable, while the 
fines of demarcation between the different classes have already 
sufficiently distinct, the tendency is receiving new 
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ngth and developniGnt in a rapidlj' augmenting ratio. 
m in country places, where the population ia sparse, and 
the artificial distinctions of suciety are little known, the work- 
ing of this strange element is, in many instances, made mani- 
fest, and a petty coterie of village magnates may be found 
worshipping God apart from the body of the people. But 
tlie evil is much more apparent, as well as more deeply seated, 
in our populous towns, where the causes which produce it 
have been longer in operation, and have more fully enjoyed 
the favor of circumstances. In tliesa great centres of wealth, 
intelligence, and influence, the separation between the classes 
is, in many instances, complete, and in many more the pro- 
cess is rapidly progressive. 

" There are crowded religious congregations composed so 
exclusively of the wealthy as scarcely to embrace an indigent 
family or individual ; and the number of such churches, where 
the gospel is never preached to the poor, ia constantly increas- 
ing. Rich men, instead of associating themselves with their 
more humble fellow-Christians, where their money as well as 
their influence and counsels are so much needed, usually com- 
bine to erect magnificent churches, in which sittings are loo 
expensive for any but people of fortune, and from which their 
less-favored brethren are as etfeciually and peremptorily ex- 
cluded as if there were dishonor or contagion in their pres- 
ence. A congregation is thus constituted, able, without the 
slightest inconvenience, to bear the pecuniary burdens of 
twenty churches, monopolizing and consigning to comparative 
inactivity intellectual, moral, and material re^rources, for want 
of which so many other congregations are doomed to struggle 
with the most embarrassing difficulties. Can it for a moment 
be thought that such a state of things is desirable, or in har- 
mony with the spirit and design of the gospel ? 

" A more difficult question arises when we inquire after a 
remedy for evils too glaring to ha overlooked, and too grave 
to be tolerated, without an eETort to palliate, if not to remove 
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then. The most obviouB palliative, and one whlehliaa aln^ady 
been tried to some extent by wealthy churahes or individuala, 
IB the erection of free places of worship far the poor. Such 
a provision for this cIhbs of persons would be more effectual 
any oilier part of ihe world than in the United States. 
Whether it ai'ises from the operation of our political systein, 
er from the easy attainment of at least the prime necessaries 
of life, the poorer classes here are characterized by a proud 
spirit, which will not submit to receive even the highest ben- 
efits in any form that implies inferiority or dependence. Tfaie 
itroiig and prevalent feeling must continue lo interpose serioun 
obsiacles in the way of these laudable attempts. If in a few 
instances churches for the poor have succeeded in our large 
cities, where the theory of socinl equality is so imperfectly 
realized in the actual condition of the people, and where the 
presence of a multitude of indigent foreigners tends to lower 
the sentiment of independence so strong in native-born Ameri- 
cans, the system is yet manifestly incapable of general appli- 
cation to the religious wants of our papulation. The same 
difficulty Dsualiy occurs in all attempts to induce the humbler 
classes to worship with the rich ia sumptuous churches, by re- 
Serving for their benefit a portion of the sittings free, or at a 
nominal rent. A few only can be found who are willing to be 
recognized and provided for as beneficiaries and paupers, 
while the multitude will always prefer to make great sacri- 
ficeii in order to provide for thenaselves in some humbler fane. 
It must be admiited that this subject is beset with practical 
difflcultiea, which are not likely lo be removed speedily, or 
without some great and improbable revolution in our reii^oua 
affairs. Tet if the respectable Christian denominations most 
concerned in the subject shall pursue a wise and liberal policy 
for the future, something may be done to check tlie eviL 
They may retard its rapid growth, perhaps, though it will 
most likely be found impossible to eradicate it altogether. It 
ought to be well understood, that the multiplication of mag- 



T 




CONSECRATION OP GRACE CHURCH. 343 

nificent churches is daily making the line of demarcation 
between the rich and the poor more and more palpable and 
impassable. There are many good reasons for the erection 
of such edifices. Increasing wealth and civilization seem to 
call for a liberal and tasteful outlay in behalf of religion ; yet 
is it the dictate of prudence no less than of duty to balance 
carefully the good and the evil of every enterprise. It should 
ever be kept in mind, that such a church virti^ly writes above 
its sculptured portals an irrevocable prohibition to the poor— 
* Proemlj pracui este profanu* " 



LATE ASPIRATIONS. 



Letter to H . 

Ton Iiave put tu me that case which puzzles more tlian 
almost any in this strange world — the euse of a man of 
good intentiona, with natural powers GuiBdeot to carry them 
out, who, ader having through great part of a. life lived the 
beat he knev, and, ia the world's eye, lived admirably well, 
suddenly wakes to a consciousness of the soul's true aims. 
He linds that he has been a good son, Imsband, and father,' 
an adroit man of business, respected by all around him, with- 
out ever having advanced one step in the life of the eoul. 
His object has not been the development of hiij immortal 
being, nor has this been developed ; all he bas done bears 
npon the present life only, and even that in a way poor and 
limited, since no deep fountain of intellect or feeling baa 
ever been unsealed for him. Now that his eyes are opened, 
he sees what communion is possible ; what incorruptible 
riches may be accumulated by the man of true wisdom. 
But why is the hour of clear vision so late deferred ? 
He cannot blame himself for his previous blindness. His 
eyes were holden that [le saw not. He lived as well as 
he knew how. 

And now that he would fain give himself up to the new 
oracle in his bosom, and to the inspirations of nature, all his 
old habits, all his previous connections, are unpropitious. He 
is bound by a thousand chains which press on him so as to 
leave no moment free. And perhaps it seems to him that, 
i he free, he should but feel the more forlorn. He sees 
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the charm and nobleDess of tliia new life, but knows not lion 
to live it. It is an eWraeiit to which hta meutal frume has 
not been trainecL He knows not what to do to-daj or to- 
morrow ; liow to stay by himself, or how to meet others ; how 
to act, or liOW to rest. Looking on othere who chose the path 
which DOW invites him at an age when their characters were 
yet piastie, and the world more freely opened before them, he 
deems them favoi-ed children, and cries in almost despairing 
sadness, Why, Father of Spirits, didst thou not earlier 
enlighten me alto ? Why was I not led gently hy the hand 
in the days of my youth ? " And what," you ask, '■ eould X 

Much, much, dear H , were this a friend whom I could 

see so often that hia circumstiincea would be my text. Fop 
no subject has more engaged my thoughts, no difficulty ia 
more frequently met. But now on this poor sheet I can only 
give you the clew to what I should say. 

In the first place, the depth of the despair must be caused 
by the mistaken idea that this our present life is all the time 
allotted to man for the education of hia nature for that state 
of consummation which is called heaven. Were it seen that 
this present is only one little link in the long chain of proba- 
tions ; were it felt that the Divine Justice is pledged to give 
the a^ipirations of the soul all the time they require for their 
fulfilment ; were it recognized that disease, old age, and death 
are circumstances which can never touch the eternal youth 
of ibe spirit ; that though the " plant man " grows more or less 
fair in hue and stature, according to the soil in which it is 
planted, yet the principle, which is the life of the plant, will 
not be defeated, hut must scatter its seeds again and again, 
lill it does at laat come to perfect flower, — then would he, 
who is pausing to despair, realize that a new choice can 
never bo too late, that false steps made in ignorance can 
never be counted by the All-Wise, and that, lliou, 
J delay against conviction is of incalculidile we. 
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tbe mlstnkeB of fort^ jefiXB are but as duet on the balanoa 
held by an unerring hand. Despnir is for time, hope for 
eternity. 

Then he who looks at all at the working of the grand prin- 
dple of compensation which holds all nature in equipoise, 
cannot long remain a stranger to the merming of the beautif\)l 
parable of the prodigal son, and the joy over finding the one 
lost piece of silver. It is no arbitrary kindness, no generosity 
of tbe ruling powers, which causes that there be 
hearen over the one that returns, than over ninety and nine 
that never strayed. It is the inevitable working of a spir- 
itual law that he who has been groping in darkness roust feel 
the light most keenly, best know how to prize it — he Who 
has long been exiled from the truth seize it with the moat 
earnest grasp, live in it with the deepest joy. It was after 
descending to the very pit of sorrow, that our Elder Brother 
was permitted to ascend to the Father, who perchance said 
to the angels who had dwelt always about the llirone, Te 
are always with me, and all that I have is yours ; but (his 
is my Son ; he has been into a far country, but could not 
there abide, end has returned. But if any one say, " I know 
not how to return," I should still use words from the same 
record : " Let him arise and go to his Father." Let him 
put his soul into that state of simple, fervent desire for truth 
alone, truth for its own sake, which is prayer, and not only 
the sight of truth, hut the way to make it living, shall be 
shown. Obstacles, insuperable to the intellect of any ad- 
Tiser, shall melt away like frostwork before a ray from the 
celestial sun. The Father may hide his face for a time, 
till the earnestness of the suppliant child be proved ; but 
he is not far from any that seek, and when he does re- 
solve to make a revelation, will show not only tbe what, 
but the how ; and none else can advise or aid the seek- 
ing soul, except by just observation on some matter of 
detail. 
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In this p^th, as in the downward one, must there be the 
first step that decides the wliole — one sacrifice of the tem- 
poral for the eternal daj is the grain of mustard seed which 
may give birth to a tree large enough to make a home for 
the sweetest singing birds. One moment of deep truth in 
life, of choosing not merelj honesty^ but poritj, may leaven 
the whole mass. 



FRAGMENTARY THOUGHTS FROM MARGAUET 
FULLER'S JOURNAL. 



I gave the world the fruit of eorlior 
Solitude • lenard me with louie fl 






I ( Poesg. — The expression of the sublime and beautiful, 
whether ia measured words or in the fioe arts. The human 
miudi apprehending the harmony ot* the universe, and making 
new combinations by ita laws. 

Poetry. — The sublinieand beautiful expressed in measured 
language. It is closely allied with the tine arts. It shotild 
sing to the ear, paint to the eye, and eshibit the symmetry of 
architectuFe. If perfect, it will satisfy the intullectaal and 
moral faculties no less than (be heart and the senses. It 
works cbiefly by simile aud melody. It is to prose as the 
garden lo the house. Pleasure is the object of the one, coii' 
venience of the other. The (lowers and fruits may be copied 
on the furniture of the house, but if their beauty be not sub- 
ordinated to utility, they lose the charm of beauty, and de- 
generate into finery. The reverse is the case in the garden. 

Mature. — I would praise alike the soft gray and brown 
which soothed my eye erewhile, and the snowy fretwork which 
now decks the forest aisles. Every ripple in the snowy 
fields, every grass and fern which raises its petrified delicacy 
above them, seems to me to claim a voice. A voice ! Canst 
ihou not sileniiy adore, but must needs be doing? An Lbou 
too good to wait us a beggar al the door of the great temple? 
(31S> 
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Woman — Man. — Woman is the flower, mnn (he bee. 
Slie sighs out melodious fragrance, and invites ihe winged 
laborer. He drains ber cup, and carries oflF the honey. She 
dies on ihe stalk; he returns to tbe hive, well fed, and praised 
as an active member of the comQiunity. 

Action tymhdical of what it within. — GiEtbe says, "1 
have learned to consider all I do as symbolical, — so that it 
now matters Utile to me whether I make plates or dishes." 
And further, he says, "All manly effort goes from within 
outwards." 

Opportunity fleeting. — I lield in my hand the cup. It was 
full of hot liquid. The air was cold ; I delayed to drink, and 
its vital heat, its soul, curled upwards in delicatesL wreaths. 
I looked delighted on their beavty; but while I wailed, the 
essence of the draught was wasted on the cold air; it would 
not wait for mi'.; it longed too much to utler itself; and 
when my lip was ready, only a flat, worthless sediment re- 
mained of what had been. 

Mingling of the heavenly with the earthly. — The son of 
the goda has sold his birthright. He has received in ex- 
change one, not merely the fairest, but the sweetest and holi- 
est of earth's daughters. Yet is it not a fit eschange. His 
pinions droop powerless ; be must no longer soar amid the 
golden stars. No matter, he thinlis ; " I will take her to some 
green and flowery isle ; I will pny the penalty of Adam for 
the sake of the daughter of Eve ; I will make the earth 
fruitful by the sweat of my brow. No longer my hands shall 
bear the conl to the lips of the inspired einger — no longer 
my voice modulate its tones to the accompaniment of spheral 
harmonies. My hands now lift the clod of Che valley which 
dares cling to them with brotherly familiarity. And for mj 
soiling, dreary task-work all llii; day, I receive — food, 
30 
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*'But the smile with which she receives rae at set of aun, 
ia it not wor:b all that sud has seen me endare ? Caa angelic 
delights surpass tho^ which I possess, when, facing the shore 
with her, watched by the quiet moon, we listen to the tide ot 
tlie world silting up impatieotlj against the Eden it caniiot 
conquer? Truly the joys of heaven were gregarious and 
law in comparison. This, this alone, is exquisite, because 
exclusive and peculiar." 

Ah, seraph 1 but the winter's frost must nip th^ vine ; m 
viper lurks beneath the flowers to sting the foot of thy child, 
nnd pale decay must steal over the chec;k thou dost adore. 
In the realm of ideas ail was impcrishalile. Be blest white 
thou oanst. I love thee, fallen seraph, but Ihou abotildjit not 
have sold th/ birthrighL 

" All for love and the world well lost." That sounds so 
tme! But geniufi, when it sells itself, gives np, not only the 
world, but the universe. 

Tet does not love comprehend the universe? The nai- 
I verse is love. Why should I weary my eye with scanning 
the parts, when I can cla^p the whole this moment to my 
besting heart ? 

But if the intellect be repressed, the idea will never be 
brought out Irom the feeliog. The amaranth wreath wiU 
in thy grasp be chungi^ to one of roses, ntore fragrant in- 
deed, hut withering with a single sun ! I 

78* Critit KJi'tA Galht. — I have thought much whether 
Goetbe did welt in giving up Lili. That was the crisis in hia 
existence. From that era dates his being as a •• Weltweise ; * 
the heroic elemi^nl vanished irrecoverably ttom his charscler; 
he became an Epicurean and a Realist; plucking flowers and 
hammering stones instead of looking , at the stare. How 
could he look through tbe blinds, and see her silting alone in 
her beauty, yet give her up for so slight reasons! 
X right as • gviiius, but wrong its a choracici'. 
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TVifl Flowar and the Pearl. baa written vrondera 

about the mystery oC persoaality. Why do we love it? In 
the firiit place, each wishes lo embrace a who]e, and this seems 
the readiest way. The intellect soars, the heart clasps ; from 
putting "a girdle round about the earth in forty minQtea," 
thou wouldst return to thy own little green isle of emotiOHt 
and be the loving and playful fey, rather than the delicate. 
Ariel. 

Then most persons are plants, organic. We can predict 
their growth according to their own law. From the young 
girl we can predict the lustre, the iragrance of the future 
flower. It waves gracefully to the breeze, the dew resls upon 
its petals, the bee busies himself in them, and flies away after 
a brief rapture, richly laden. 

When it fades, its leaves fall softly on the bosom of Mother 
£arth, to all whose feelings it has so closely conformed. It 
has lived as a part of nature ; its life was music, and we open 
i»ur hearts to the melody. 

But characters like thine and mine are mineral. We are 
the bone and sinew, these the smiles and glances, of earth- 
We lie nearer the mighty heart, and boast an existence more 
enduring than they. The sod lies heavy on us, or, if we show 
ourselves, the melancholy moss clings to us. If we ai'e to he 
made into palaces and temples, we must be hewn and chis- 
elled by instruments of unsparing sharpness. The process 
is mechanical and unpleasing; the noiBcs which accompany it, 
discordant and obtrusive; the artist is surrounded with rub- 
bish. Yet we may be polished to marble smootlmess. In 
our veins may lie the diamond, the ruby, perhaps the em- 
blematic carbuncle. 

The flower is pressed to the bosom with intense emotion, 
but in the home of love it withers and is cast away. 

The gem is worn with less love, but with more pride; if 
we enjoy its sparkle, the joy is partly from calculation of its 
value; but if it be lost, we regreE it long. 
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For myself, my name is PeitrU" That lies at llie bemn- 
ling, amid slime and foul prodigies from which only iis on- 
Bigbtly shell prolects. It is cradled and brought to it^ noblest 
state amid dinease and decay. Only the experienced diver 
could have known that il was there, and brought it lo tbe 
strand, where it is valued as pure, round, riVid, if less brilliant 
than the diamond, yet an ornament for a kingly head. Were 
it again immersed in the element where first il dwelt, now 
that it is stripped of the protecting shel!, soon would it blacken 
iolo deformity. So what is noblest in my soul has sproog 
from disease, present defeat, disappointmenl, and untoward 

For you, I presume, from your want of steady light and 
biilliancy of sparks wliich are occasionally struck from yon, 
that you are either a flint or b. rough diamond. If tlie former, 
I hope you will find a home in some friendly tinder-box, 
instead of lying in Ihe highway to answer the hasty hoof of 
the trampling steed. If a diamond, I hope to meet yon in 
some imperishable crown, where we may long remain together ; 
you lighting up ray pallid orb, I tempering your blaze. 

Dried Femi about my Lamp-shade. — " What pleasure do 
you, who have exiled those pa;ier tissue covers, take in that 
Iwuquet of dried ferns ? Tlieir colors are less bright, and their 
shapes less graceful, than those of your shades." 

I answer, " They grew beneath tlie solemn pines. They 
opened their hearts to tlie smile of summer, and answered to 
the sigh of autumn. T'l^e^ remind me of the wealth of nature; 
the tissues, of the poverty of man. 
a cherished friend who worships i 
them lurks a deep, enthusiastic eye. 
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JDg them is ' denkende ' and ' menschliche. ' 

•' They are of no use." 

" Good ! I like useless tilings ; they are t< 
of a different state of existence." 

!.• ilarganf- monns Pearl. — I 



They were gathered by 
n the woods, and behind 
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I Light. — My lamp says to me, "Why do yoj d s<1a n mo 
ud use that candle, which you have (lie troul le of s i<Ii ^ 
every five minutea, and which ever again grows d m ungr tf- 
ful for your care ? I would burn steadily from sunset to mid- 
night, and he your faithful, vigiUnl fnnaA, yet oever interrupt 
you an instant." 

I reply, " But your steady light is also dull, — while hiB, at 
tiE best, is both brilliant and mellow. Hesides, t love liim for 
the trouble he gives; he calls on my sympathy, and admon- 
ishes me constantly to use my life, whieh likewise flickers as 
if near the socket." 

Wit mid Satire. — 1 cannot endure people who do not dis- 
tinguish between wit and satire ; who think you, of course, 
laugh of people when you laugh about them; and who have 
no perc«plion of the peculiar pleasure derived from toying 
with lovely or tragic figures. 
80* 
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New York city, where twenty n: 
presented mo with a richer and more varied i 
thought and life, than twenty yeara could in any other part 
of these United States. 

It is the common remiLrk about New Tort, that it has at 
least DothiDg petty or provincial in il£ methods and habits. 
The place is large enough : there is room enough, and occu- 
pation enough, for men lo have no need or excuse for small 
cavils or scrutinies. A person who is independent, and knows 
what he wants, may lead his proper life here, unimpeded by 
others. 

Vice and crime, if flagrant and frequent, aro less thickly 
coated by hypocrisy than elsewhere. The air comes some- 
times to the most infected subjects. 

New York is the focus, the point where American and 
European interests converge. There is no topit of general 
interest to men, that will not betimes be brought before the 
thinker by the quick turning of the wheel. 

Too quick that revolution, — some objecL Life rushes 
wide and free, but too fast. Yet it is in the power of every 
one to avert from himself the evil that accompanies the good. 
build for his study, as did the German poet, a house 
beneath tlie bridge ; and then all that passes above and by him 
will be heard and seen, but he will not be carried away 
with iL 

Earlier views hiive been confi]-med, and many n 



e, Aug. 1. 1846, Juat preTioiu n 
(!fl) 




I 



PARETVELI.. S55 

upened. On two great leadings, the superlative iniporlnnce . 
of promoting national education by heiglilening and deepening 
the cultivntion of individunl minda, and tlie part wbich is 
assigned to noraan in (he next stage of human progress in / 
this cotintrj, where most important achievemenCs are to be 
effected, I have received much encciuiiigetnent, much iniitruc- 
tioD, and the fairest hopes of more. 

On various subjects of minor importance, no less than these, 
I hope for good resalta, from observation, with my own eyes, 
of life in the old world, and to tring home some packages of 
seed for life in the new. 

These words I address to my frienda, for I feel that 1 have 
Bome. Tlie degree of sympathetic response to the thoughts 
and suggestions 1 have olfered through the columns of the 
Tribune, has indeed surprised me, conscious as I am of a ' 
natural and acquired aloofness from many, if not most popular 
tendencies of my time anil place. It has greatly encouraged 
roe, for none can sympathize with thoughts like mine, who 
are permanently insnared in the meshes of sect or party j 
none who prefer the formation and advancement of mere 
opinions to the free pursuit of truth. I see, surely, that the 
topmost bubble or sparkle of the cup is no voucher for the 
nature of its contents throughout, and shall, in future, feel that 
in our age, nobler in that respect than most of the preceding 
ages, each sincere and fervent act or word is secure, not only 
of a final, but of a speedy res[>Dnse. 

I go to behold the wonders of art, and the temples of old 
religion. But I shall see no forms of beauty and majesty 
beyond what my country is capable of producing in myriad 
variety, if she has but the soul to will it; no temple to com- i 
pare with what she might erect in the ages, if the catchword 
of the time, a sense of divirie order, should become no more 
a mere word of form, but a deeply-rooted and pregnant idea 
in her life. Beneath the light of n hope that this may be, I 
say to my friends once more a kind farewell 1 



POEMS. 

FREEDOM AND TRUTH. 

TO A PBlEiND. 

The shrine is vowed to freedom, but, my friend. 
Freedom is but a meana to gain an end. 
Freedom should build the temple, but the ebrine 
Be consecrHte to thought still more divine. 
The human blias which angel hopes foresaw 
Is liberty to comprehend the law. 
Give, then, thy book a larger Bcjjpe and Irame, 
Comprising means and end in Troth's great name. 



DESCRIPTION OF A PORTION OF THE JOUB- 
NEY TO TRENTON FALLS. 

Tdb long-anticipated morning dawiia, 

Clear, hopeful, joyous-eyed, and pure of breath. 

The dogstar is exhausted of its rage, 

And copious showers have cooled the feverish air, 

The mighty engine pants — away, awayl 
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And, see! they, cornel a motley, sniiling group — 

Tbe stately matron with her tempered grace, 

Her earnest eye, and kind though meaning smile. 

Her words of wisdom and her words of mirth. 

Her couaicl firm and generous sympathy; 

The bappy pair whose hearts so full, yet evei 

Dilating to the scene, refuse that bliss 

Which excludes tbe whole or blunts the sense of beauty. 



Next two fair maidens in gradation meet. 

The one of gentle mien and soft dove-eyes ; 

Like water she, that yielding and combining, 

Yet most pure element in the social cup: 

The other with bright glance and damask cheek, 

You need not deem concealment there was preying 

To mar tbe healthful promise of the spring. 

Another dame was there, of graver look. 

And heart of slower beat; yet in its depths 

Not irresponsive to the soul of things, 

Nor cold when charmed by those who knew its pasa-word. 

These ladies had a knight from foreign clime, 

Who from the banks of the dark-rolling Danube, 

Or somewhere thereabouts, had come, a pilgrim, 

To worship at tbe shrine of Liberty, 

And after, made his home in her loved realm. 

Content to call it fatherland where'er 

The streams bear freemen and the skies smile on them; 

A courteous knight he was, of merry mood, 

Expert to wing the lagging hour with jest, 

Or tale of strange romance or comic song. 

And there was one I must not call a page, 
Although loo young yet to have won bis spurs ; 
Yet there was proraiiie in his laughing eye, 



TImt in due time lio'd prove no carpet knight; 
Now, bright companion on b summer ses, 
With winged words of gay or lastefiil thought, 
He wae fit clasp to this our social chain. 



And now, the swift car loosened on its way, 
O'er hill and dale we fly with rapid lightness. 
While each tongue celebrates the power of steam | 
0, how delightful 'tis to go so fant ! 
No time to muse, no chance to gaze on nature I 
Tis bliss indeed if " to think be to groan ! " 



The genius of the time soon shifts the scene : 

No longer whirled over our kindred clods, 

"We, with as strong an impulse, cleure the waters. 

Now doth our chain a while untwine its links, 

And some rebound from a. three hours' comraunioa 

To mingle with leas favored fellow-men ; 

One cai-eiess turns the leaves of some new volame; 

The leaves of Nature's book are too gigantic, 

Too vast the characters for patient study, 

Till sunset hires us with miijestic power 

To cast one look of love on that bright eye. 

Which, for so many hours, has beamed on us. 

The silver lamp is lit in the blue dome, 

Nature begins her hymn of evening breezes, 

And myriad sparks, thronging to kiss the wave. 

Touch even the steamboat's clumsy hulk with beau^> 

Then, once more drawn together, cheei'fiil talk 

Casts to the hours a store of gentle gifl^. 

Which memory receives from these bright minds 

And careful garners them for duller days. 

The morning greets us not with her late smile ; "^ 
Now chilling damp falls heavy on our hopes, 
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j^nd leaden hues tAriuiib each aigbed-for scen& 
Yet not on coloring, mi^e&tic Uudson, 
Depends the genius of thj* stream, who^e wand 
Ila^ piled thy hanks on bigb, and given ihem forms 
Which have for taste an impulse yet unknown. 
Though Beauty dwells kere, she reigns not a qneeOr 
An humble handmaid now Co the Sublime. 
The mind diluKS lo receive the idea of atrt^gth. 
And tasks its elements tor congauial forms 
To create anew wiihiu those mighty piles, 
Those " bulwarks of the world," which, time-defjdag 
And thunder-mocking, lift their lofly brows. 



Now at the river's bend we pause a while, 

^^^ And sun and cloud combine their wealth to greet os^ 

^K Oh shall the fair scenes of West Point return 

^^H upon ths mind, in its still picture-hours, 

^^H Its cloud-capped mountains with their varying huM, 

^^H The soii seclusion of its wooded pathe, 

^^H And the alluring liopefulness of view 

^^H Along the river from its crisis-p6inC. 

^^B Unlike the currents of our human Hvee 

^^H When they approach their long-sought ocean-mother,-^ 

^^P This stream is noblest onward lo its close, 

^^H More tame and grave when near its inland founts. 

^^H Now onward, onward, tilt the whole be known ; 

^^H The heart, though swollen with these new sensations, 

^H With no less vital throb beats on for more, 

^^1 And rather we'd shake hands with disappointment 

^^H Than wait and lean on sober expectation. 

I ° 

k 



The Highlands now are paseed, and Hyde Part flies, — 

Catskill salutes us — a far fairy-land. 

O mountains, how do ye delude our hearts I 

Let hut the eye look down upon a valley, 



H We feel < 

f But place 
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We feel our limilations, and are calm ; 

But place blue mountains in the distant viewi 

And the bohI lubora with the Titan hope 

To ascend the shrouded tops, and scale the heavens. 

O, pause not in the murky, old Dutch citj, 
But, boating onward with a renewed steam power, 
Bestow your hours upon the beauteous Mohawk ; 
And here we grieve to lose our courteous knight, 
Just at the opening of so rich a page. 

How shall I praise thee, Mohawk ? Flow portray 
The love, the joyousness, felt in thy presence ? 
When each now step along the silvery tide 
Added new gems of beauty to our thought, 
And lapped tLe soul ia an l^lysium 
Of verdure and of grace, fed ty thy sweetneae. 
O, how gay Fancy smiled, and deemed it home 1 
This is, thought she, the river of my garden ; 
These are the graceful trees that form its bowers. 
And these the meads where I have sighed to roam. 
I now may fold nay wearied wings in peace. 



JOURNEY TO TRENTON FALLS. 



TO MT FRIENDS AJJD COMPANIONB. 

If this faint reflex from those days so bright 
May aught of sympathy among you gain, 
I shall not think these v«rses penned in vain 

Though they tell nothing of the fancies light, 
31 
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The kindl7 dtteds, rich thoughts, and various graoa 
With which you knew to make the hoiira so fmr. 

That neither grief nor sickness could efface 
From memory's tablet what you printed tliere. 
Coald I have breathed your spirit through these line^ 

They might have churma to win a critic's smile, 

Or the colli woridling of a sigh beguile. 
I could but from my being bring one tone ; 
May it arouse 



J saw ye fii'st, arrayed in mist and cloud ; 
No cheerful lights softened your aspect bold ] 
A Bullen gray, or green, more grave and cold, 

The varied beauties of the scene enshroud. 

Yet not the less, Hudson ! calm and proud, 
Did I receive llie impress of that hour 
Which showed thee to me, emblem of that jwwer 

Of high resolve, to wliich even rocks have bowed ; 
Thou wouldst cot deign thy course to turn aside, 

And seek some smiling valley's welcome wann, 
But through the mountain's very heart, thy pride 

Has been, tby channel and thy banks to form. 
Kot even the " bulwarks of the world " could bar 
The inland fount fi'om joining ocean's war I 



CATSKILt. 

How fair at distance shone yon silvery blue, 
stately mountain- tops, charming the mind 
To dream of pleasures which she there may find, 

Where from the eagle's height she earth can view I 
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Nor are those disappoint men Ls which ensue; 

For though, while eyeing what beneuih us lay, 

Ahnost we shunned to think of yesterday, 
Aa wonderingly our looks ita course pursue. 

Dwarfed to a point the joys of many hours, 
The river on whose bosom we were borne 
Seems but a thread, of pride and beauty shorn ; 

It« banks, its shadowy groves, like beds of flowers, 
Wave their diminished heads ; — yet would we sigh, 
Since all this loss shows as more near the sky ? 

ly. 

VALLEY OF THE MOHAWK. 

Could I my words with gentlest grace imbue, 

Which the flute's breath, or harp's clear tones, ean blesi 
I then might hope the feelings to express. 

And with new life the happy day endue, 

Thou gav'st, vale, than Tempe's self more fair I 

With thy romantic stream and emerald isles, 

Touched by an April mood of tears and smiles 
Which stole on matron August unaware ; 

The meads with all the spring's first freshness green. 
The trees with summer's thickest garlands crowned, 

And each so elegant, that feiry queen 

All day might wander ere she chose her round ; 

No blemish on ihe sense of beauty broke, 

But the whole scene one ecstasy awoke. 



TRENTON PALLS, EAKLY IN THE MORKINO. 

The Buo, impatient, o'er ihe lofty trees 
Stniggles to illame as fair a. sight as lies 
Beneath the light of his joy-loving eyes, 

Which all the forms of energy must please ; 



UFE WETllOCT AJiD LIFE WITHI.V. 



A solemn ^badow fails in pillared tbrm. 
Made by yon ledge, which noontide scarMly abowa. 

Upon the amber radiance, soft and nana. 
Where through the clei't the eager torrent flow& 

Would yon the genius of the place enjoy. 
In all the cbanns contrast and color give ? 

Your eye and taste you now may best employ, 
B'of tbi.s the hour when, minor beautiea Urei 

Scan ye ifae details as the sun rides high. 

Far with the tnom ttieae sparkling glories fly. 



TREMTOS FALLS, (afTEHSOON.) 

A calmer grace o'er these still hours preaidea 
Now is the time to see the might of foru; 

The heavy masses of the buttressed sides, 

Tlie stalely sttps o'ej which the waters storm; 

Where, 'neath the mill, the stream so gently glides, 
You feel the deep seclusion of the scene. 
And now begin to comprehend what mean 

The beauty and the power this chasm hides. 

From the green forest's depths the portent springs. 
But from those quiet shades bounding away, 
Lays bare its being to the light of day, 

Though on the rock's cold breast its love it flings. 
Yet can all sympathy such courage miss ? 
Answer, ye trees I who bend the waves to kiss. 



711. 

tbehton falls by moosligut. 

I deemed the inmost sense my soul bad blessed 
Which in the poem of thy being d 
And gives such stoi 

And yet a higher joy 



thought's most sacred eella ; 
now confetteed. 
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"With what a holiness did night invest 

The eager impulse of impetuous life, 

And hymn-like meanings clothed the waters' strife I 
With what a solemn peace the moon did rest 

Upon the white crest of the waterfall ; 
The liaughly guardian banks, by the deep shade, 
In almost double height are now displayed. 

Depth, height, speak things which awe, but not appall. 
From elemental powers this voice has come, 
And God's love answers from the azure dome. 



SUB ROSA, CRUX. 

Im times of old, as we are told, 
When men more child-like at the feet 
Of Jesus sal, than now, 
A chiviilry was known more bold 
Than ours, and yet of stricter vow, 
Of worship more complete. 

Knights of the Eosy Cross, tley bore 

Its weight within the heart, but wove 
Without, devotion's sign in glistening ruby bright; 

The gall and vinegar they drank alone. 

But to the world at large would only own 
The wine of fatlh, sparkling with rosy light. 

They knew the secret of the sacred oil 

Which, poured upon the prophet's bead. 
Could keep him wise and pure for aye. 

Apart from all that might distract or Bail, 

With this their lamps tliey fed. 
Which burn in their sepulchral shrines unfading night and day 
31" 
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The pass-word now is lost, 
To that initiation full and free ; 

Daily we pay tbe cost 
Of our glow schooling for divine degree. 
We know no means to feed an uadying lamp j 
Our lights go out in every wind or damp. 

We wear the cross of ebony and gold, 
Upon a dark background a form of light, 

A heavenly hope upon a bosom cold, 
A starry promise in a frequent night ; 

The dying lamp most often trim again, 

For we are conscious, thoughtful, striving me 

Tel be we faithful to this present trust, 
Clasp lo a heart resigned the fatal mu^t; 
Though deepest dark our efforts should enfbk^ 9 
Unwearied mine to find the vein of gold; 
Forget not ofl to lift the hope on high ; 
Tbe rosy dawn again shall fill the sky. 

And by that lovely light, all truth-revealed, 

The cherished forms which sad distrust concealed* 

Transfigured, yet the same, will round us stand. 

The kindred angels of a failliful band; 

Buby and ehon cross iKJib cast aside, 

No lamp is needed, for the night has died. 

Happy be those who seek that distant day. 
With feel that from the appointed way 

Could never stray ; 
Yet happy too be those who more and more* 
As gleams the beacon of that only shore^ 

Strive at [he laboring oar. 



^M Be to til 

^f U all 



Be to tlie befit tliou knonest ftvcr true, 

Is hII the creed ; 
Then, be thy talisman of rosy hue, 

Or fenced with tliorns that wearing thou must bleed, 
Or gentle pledge of Love's prophetic view, 

The faithful steps it will securely lead. 

Happy Fire all who reach that shore, 

And bathe in' heavenly day, 
Happiest n.re those who higb the banner bore, 

To marshal othere on the Tvay ; 
Or wailed for ihcm, fainting and way-wom, 
By burdens overborne. 



THE DAHLIA, THE ROSE, AND THE HELIO- 
TROPE. 

In a fair garden of a distant land. 

Where autumn skies the softest blue outspread, 
A lovely crimson dahlia reared her head. 

To drink the lustre of the season's prime ; 
And drink she did, until her cup o'erflowed 
With ruby redder than the sunset cloud. 

Near to her root she saw the fairest ro^e 

That ever oped her soul lu sun and wind. 
And still the more her sweets she did disclose, 

The more her queenly heart of sweets did find. 

Not only for her worshipper the wind. 
But for bee, nightingale, and bultertly, 
Who would with ceaseless wing about her ply. 

Nor ever cease to seek what found they still would find 
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Upon the other aide, nearer the ground, 
A paler floweret on a slender stem, 

That cast so exquisite a fragrance round, 
Ab eeemed the minute blossom to contemn. 

Seeking an ampler urn to bold its sweetness, 

And in a statelier shape to find completeness. 

Who could refuse to hear chat keenest voice. 
Although it did not bid the heart rejoice. 
And though the nightingale had just begun 
Hia hymn ; the evening breeze begou to wbo, 
When through the charming of the evening dew, 
The floweret did its secret soul disclose? 
By that revealing touched, the queenly rose 
Forgot them both, a deeper joy to hope 
And heed the love-note of the heliotrope. 



TO MY FRIENDS. 

TRANSLATED FROM SOHILT-ER. 

Beloved friends I Earth hath known brighter days 

Than onre ; we vainly strive lo hide this truth ; 
Would history be silent in their praise, 

The very stones tell of man's glorious youth. 
In heavenly forms on which we crowd to gaze} 

But that high-tkvored race hath sunk in oigbt; 

The day is ours — the living still have sight. 

Friends of my youth I In happier climes than ours, 
As some far-wandering conntrymen declare, 

The air is perfume; at each step spring flowers. 
Noiture has not been bounteous to our prayer; 



^V But art 
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But art dwells here, with her creative powers, 
Laurel and mjrtle shun our winter soowa, 
lut with the cheerful vine we wreathe our browa. 

Tliough of more pomp and wealth the Briton hoast, 
Who holds four worlds in tribute to bis pride, — 

Although from fai'thest India's glowing coast 

Come gems of gold to bunJea Thames' dull tide. 
And bring each luxuiy that Heaven denied,-- 

Not in (he torrent, but the still, calm brook. 

Delights Apollo at hihisetf to look. 

More nobly lodged than we in northei-n halls. 
At Acgelo'g gate the Roman beggar dwells ; 

Girt by the Eternal City's honored walls, 
Each column some soul-stiring story tells ; 

While on the earih a second heaven dwells, 
Where Michael's spirit to Sl Peter calls ; 

Yet all this splendor only decks a tomli ; 

For us fresh flowers from every green hour bloom 

And while we live obscure, may others' names 

Through Rumor's trump be given to the wind; 
New forms of ancient glories, ancient shames. 
For nothing new the searching sun can find, 
As pass the motley groups of human kind; 
All other living things grow old and die- 
Fancy alone has immortality. 
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WTIITTEN AT THE AGE OP 8EVENTBBK. 
I. 

Come, brealh of dawnl and o'er ray temples play; 

Bouse lo the draught of life the wearied sense ; 
Fly, sleep! with thy sad phantoms, "far away; 

Let the glad light scare those pale trouhloas shadows hence t 



I rise, and leaning from my casement high. 
Feel fram the morning twilight a delight ; 

Once more youth's portion, hope, lights up my eye, 
And for a moment I forget the sorrows of the night. 



m. 

glorious morn! how great ia yet thy powerl 
Yet how unlike lo that which once I knew, 

When, plumed with glittering thoughts, ray soul would soar, 
d pleasures visited ray heart like daily dew I 

IV. 

s life's primal freshness all too soon ; 
For me the dream is vanished ere my time ; 

1 feel the heat and weariness of noon, 
And long in night's cool shadows lo recline. 
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We deemed the secret lost, the spirit gone, 
Which spake in Greek sinoplicity of thought. 
And in the forms of goda and heroes wrought 

Eternal beauty from the sculptured slone — 

A higher charm than modem calture won, 
With all the wealth of metaphyaic lore, 
Gifted to analyze, ilissect, explore. 

A many-colored tight fiows from our sun ; 

Art, 'neath its beams, a motley thread has spun ; 
The prison modifies the perfect day ; 

But thou hast known such mediums to shun. 
And cast once more on life a pure white ray. 

Absorbed in the creations of thy mind, 

Forgetting daily self, my truest self I find. 



OK SDNDAT MORNING, WHEN PREVENTED BT A 8N01 
STORM FROM GOING TO CHURCH. 

Hark! the church-going bell! But through the ^r 
The feathery missiles of old Winter hurled, 
Offend the brow of mild-approaching Springs 
She shuts lier soft blue eyes, and turns away. 
Sweet is the time passed in the house of prayer. 
When, met with many of this fire-frnnght clay. 
We, on this day, — the tiibe of ills forgot, 
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Wherewith, ungenlle, we afflict each other, — 

Assemble in the temple of our God, 

And use our breath to worship Him who gave iL 

"What though no gorgeous relics of old dajs. 

The giils of humbled kings and fiuppliaut warriora. 

Deck the fair shrine, or cluster round (he pillars i 

No stalely windows decked with various hues. 

No blazon of dead sainl? repel the sun ; 

Though no cloud -courting dome or sculptured fiieze 

Excite the fancy and allure the taste. 

No iragrnnt censor sleep the sense in luxury. 

No lofty chant swell on the vanquished souL 

Ours is the faith of Reason ; to the earth 

We leare the senses who interpret her; 

The heaven-bom only should commune with He*¥:^~ 

The immaterial with the infinile. 

Calmly we wait in solemn exptxtation. 

He rises in the desk — that earnest man ; 

No priestly terrors flashing from hts eye, 

No mitre toners above the throne of thou^t. 

No pomp and circumstance wait on his breath. 

He spenks — we hear; and man to man we judg& 

Has be the spell to touch ibe founts of feeling. 

To kindle in the mind a pure ambition. 

Or soothe the aching heart with heavenly bafaa. 

To guide the timid and refresh the weary. 

Appall the nicked and abash the proud ? 

lie is the man of God. Our hearts cooieas htt 

He needs no homage paid in servile forms, 

No worldly stale, to give him dignity : 

To his own heart ihe blessing will relnm. 

And all his days bhi&som with love diTine. 
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The Eummer-murmurs to those calm blue skies 

Preach ceaselcBslj-. The universe ia love — 

And tliis di.ijoinled fragment of a world 

Must, hy its spirit, man, be harmonized, 

Taoed to concord^Que with tlie spheral strain. 

Till thought be like those skies, deed^ like those breciea, 

As clear, as bright, as pure, as musical, 

And all things have one text of truth and beauty. 

'iOiere is a blessing in a day like this. 
When sky and earth are talking busily; 
The clouds give back the riches they received, 
And for their graceful shapes return they fulness; 
While in the ininosl. shrine, the life of life, 
The eoul within the soul, the consciousness 
Whom I can only name, counting her wealth. 
Still makes it more, still fills the golden bowl 
Which never shall be broken, strengthens still 
The silver cord which binds the whole lo Heaven. 

that such hours must pass away \ yet olt 
Such will recur, and memories of this 

Come to enhance their sweetness. And again 

1 say, great is the blessing of that hour 
When the soul, turning from without, begins 
To register her treasures, the bright thoughts, 
The lovely hopes, the ethereal desires, 
Which she has garnered in past Sabbath hoars. 
Within her halls the preacher's voice still sounds, 
Though he be dead or distant far. The band 

Of friends who with us listened to his word. 
With throngs around of linked associations, 
Are there ; the little stream, long left behind, 
Is murmuring still ; the woods as musical ; 
The skies how blue, the whole how eloquent 
With " life of life and life's most secret joy " I 
32 



TO A GOLDEN HEART WORN ROUND THE 
NECK.* 

Remembkancek of joys long passed away, 

Relic from whicli, as yet, I cannot part, 
0, hast thou power to leiigtlien love's short day? 

Stronger thy chain than that which bound the heart? 



Lili, I fly — yet still ihy fetters press me 

In distant valley, or far lonely wood ; 
Still will a struggling sigh of pain confess thee 

The mistress of my soul in every mood, 

The bird may burst (he silken chain which bound hintt 
Flying to the green home, which fits him bealj 

But, 0, he bears the prisoner's badge around him, 
Still by the piece about his neck distresaed. 

He ne'er can breathe his free, wild notes again ; 

They're stifled by the pressure of bis chain. 



[• Qcethe si 
le fairy hi 



"A little gDldpD hc] 
I, aiill hung by the 

This WB5 Ihe oooiision of these Unea. 
Lili, and BtriTuig ta forget hei in jam 



irt, which I had 



Ted from Lili In j 
which she had ] 
<ed bold of it — kissed it. 
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jLOCOUfANXlNG A, BOtJQOET OF WILD OOJ-HMBINK, WHICH 
BLOOMED LATE IN THE SEASON. 



Th£8k pallid blossoms thoa wilt not diadaio, 
The harbingers of thy approach to me, 

Which grew and bloomed despite the cold and run, 
To tell of summer and futurity. 



It was Qot given them to tell the £oul, 

And lure the nightingale liy fragnint breath : 
These Hlender stems and roots brook no control, 
And in the garden life would find but death. 
The rock which is their cradle and their home 
Must also be their monument and tomb { 
Yet has my lloweret's life a charm more rare 
Than those admiring crowds esteem 30 fair, 
Self-nurtured, self-sustaining, self-approved: 
Not even by the forest trees beloved. 
As are her sisterii of the Spring, she dies, — 
Nor to the guardian stars lifts up her eyes, 
But droops her graceful head upon her breast, 
Nor asks the wild bird's requiem for ber rest, 
By her own heart upheld, by ber own ( 



Learn of the clematis domestic love, 

Religious beauty in the lily see ; 
Learn from the rose how rapture's pulses move, 

Learn from the heliotrope fidelity. 
From autumn flowers let hope and luith be known ; 
LeaiTi from the t'olumhine to live alone, 
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To deck whatever spot the Fates provide 
With graces wortLy of the gardeo'^ pride, 
And to deserve eacli pti that b denied. 

These are the shades of the departed flowers, 

My lines iiunt shadows of some beauteous hours. 

Whereto the soul the highest thoughts have spoken. 

And brightest hopes from frequent twilight broken. 

Pi-eserve them for my sake. Id other years. 

When life has answered to your hopes or fears, 

When the web is well w-oven, and you try 

Tour win^, whether as molh or butterfly. 

If, as I pray, the fairest lot be thine, 

Tet value still the faded columbine. 

Bnt look not on her if thy earnest eye. 

Be filled by works of art or poesy ; 

Bring not the hermit where, in long array, ' 

Triumphs of genius gild the purple day ; 

Let her not hear the lyre's proud voice arise, 

To tell, " still lives the song though Regnor dies ;" 

Let her not hear the lute's soft-rising swell 

Declare she never lived who lived so well ; 

But fi'oni the anvil's clnng, and joiner's screw, 

The busy streets where men dull crai'ts pursue, 

From weary cares iind from tumultuous joys. 

From aimless bustle and irom voiceless noise, 

If there thy plans should be, turn here thine eye,— 

Open the casket of thy memory ; 

Give to thy friend the gentlest, holiest sigh. 



DISSATISFACTION. 



TRANSLATED FEOU TBEODOBB KOBNER. 

" Composed na I stood lenlinel on the bants ot the Blbe." 

Fatherland ! Thou call'st the singer 

In the bliaaful glow of day ; 
He no more can musing linger, 

"While thou dost mourn a tyrant's sway. 

Love and poesy forsaking, 
From friendship's magic circle breaking, 
The keenest pangs he could endure 
Thy peace to insure. 

Tet someiimeB (ears must dim hia eyea, 
As, on the melodious bridge of Gon^ 
The shadows of past joys arise, 

And in mild beauty round him throng. 
In vain, o'er life, that early beam 
Such radiance shed ; — the impetuous stieAia 
Of strife lias seized him, onward borne, 
While left behind his loved ones mourn. 

Here in the crowd must be complain. 

Nor find a fit employ? 
Give him poetic place again, 
■ Or the quick throb of warlike joy. 
The wonted inspiration give ; 
Thus languidly he cannot live ; 
Love's accents are no longer near; 

Let him the trumpet hear. 



UFE WITHOUT AND LIFE WITHIN. 

Where is the cannon's thunder? 

The clashing cymbals, wtiere ? 
While foreign foes our cities plnnder, 

Can we not hasten there ? 
I can no longer watch this stream ; 
Jit prose I die ! source of flarael 
O poesy ! for wliich I glow, — 
A nobler death thou shouldat bestow I 



MY SEAL-RING. 

Mebcdrt has cast aside 
The signs of intellectual pride, 
Freely offers thee the soul : 

Art tliou noble to receive ? 
Cnnst thou give or take the whole, 

Mobly promise, and believe ? 
Then thou wholly human art, 
A Hpotless, radiant, ruby heart, 
And the golden chain of love 
Has bound thee to the realm abore. 
If there be one small, mean doubt, 
One serpent thought that fled not out. 
Take instead the serpent-rod ; 
Thou art neither man nor God- 
Guard thee from the powers of evil ; 
Who cannot trust, vows to the deviL 
Walk thy slow and spell-bound way; 
Keep on thy mask, or shun the day- 
Let go my hand upon the way. 



THE CONSOLERS. 

TEANSLATED PROM G<ETHE. 

" Why wilt thoa not tbj griefs forget ? 
Why must ihine eyes with tears be wet? 
When hU things round Ihee sweetly smilc^ 
Canst thou not, loo, be glad a while ?" 

" Hither I come lo weep alone ; 
The grief I feel ia all mine own ; 
Dearer than smiles these tears to me; 
Smile you — I ask no sympathy 1 " 

" Repel not thus affection's voice 1 
While thou art sad, can -we rejoice ? 
To frienJly hearts impart thy woe; 
Perhaps we may some h-ealtng know." 

" Too gay yonr hearts to feel like mina. 
Or such a sorrow to divine ; 
Nought hare I lost I e'ei posseaaedj 
I mourn that I cannot be blessed." 

"What idle, morbid feelings these 1 
Can you not win what prize you please? 
Youth, with a genius rich as yours, 
All bliss the world can give insures." 

"Ah, loo high-placed is my desire 1 
The star lo which my hopes aspire 
Shines all too far — I sigh in vain, 
Tet cannot stoop to earth f^ain." 
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" Waste not so foolishly thy prime ; 
J£ to the stars thou canst not climb, 
Their gentle beams thy loving eye 
Every clear night will gratify «'' 

*' Do I not know it ? Even now 
I wait the sun's departing glow, 
That I may watch them. Meanwhile ye 
Enjoy the day — 'tis nought to me I ** 



ABSENCE OF LOVE. 

Though many at my feet have bowed. 

And asked my love through pain and pleasure. 

Fate never yet the youth has showed 
Meet to receive so great a treasure. 

Although sometimes my heart, deceived, 
Would love because it sighed tofeelj 

Yet soon I changed, and sometimes grieved 
Because my fancied wound would heaL 




MEDITATIONS. 

Sdnday, Jfflj 12, 183JL 

The clouds are marshalling across the sky, 

LeaiiDg their deepest tints upoa jon range 

Of soul-alluring hills. The breeze comes sotllf, 

Laden with tribute that a hundred orchards 

Now in their fullest blossom send, in thanks 

For this refreshing shower. The birds pour forth 

In heightened melody the notes of praise 

They had suspended while God's voice was speaking, 

And his eye flashing down upon his world. 

I sigh, half-charmed, half-pained. My sense is living, 

And, taking in this freshened beauty, tells 

Its pleasure to the mind. The mind replies, 

And strives to wake the heart iji turn, repeating 

Poetic sentiments from many a. record 

Which other souls have left, when stirred and satisfied 

By scenes as fair, as fragrant. But the heart 

Sends back a hollow echo to the call 

Of outward things, — and its once bright companion, 

Who erst would have been answered by a stream 

Of life-fraught treasures, thankful to be summoned, — • 

Can now rouse nothing better than this echo; 

Unmeaning voice, which mocks their softened accents. 

Content thee, beautiful world ! itnd hush, still busy miildl 

My heart hath sealed its fountains. To the things 

Of Time they shall be oped no more. Too long, 

Too often were they poured forth : part have sunk 

Into the desert ; part profaned and swollen 

By bitter waters, mixed by those who feigned 

They asked them for refreshment, which, turned back, 

Have broken and o'erflowed their former urns. 
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So when ye talk of pleasure, lonety world, 
And busy mind, ye ne'er again shall move rac 
To answer ye, though still your calls have power 
To jar me through, and cause dull aching here. 

Not so the voice which hailed me from the depths 
Of yon dark-bosomed cloud, now vanishing 
Before the sun ye greet. It touched my centre, 
The voice of the Eternal, calling me 
To feel his other worlds ; to feel that if 
I could deserve a home, I still might find it 
In other spheres, — and hade me not despai 
Though " want of harmony " and "aching void' J 
Are terras invented by the men of this, 
Which I may not forget. 

I loved to see the lightnings flash athwart 
The stooping heavens ; I loved to hear the thundc 
Call to the seas and mountains ; for I thought 
'Tis thus man's fi.ishing fancy doth enkindle 
The firmament of mind ; 'tis thus his eloquence 
Calls unto the soul'^ depths and heights; and Btill. ^ 
I deified the creature, nor remembered 
The Creator in his works. 

Ah now how differeoif^ 
The proud delight of that keen sympathy 
Is gone ; no longer riding on the wave. 
But whelmed beneath it : my own plans am 
Or, as the Scriptures phrase il, n 
No longer interpose 'twist me and Heaven. 

To-day, for the first lime, I felt the Deity, 
And uttei-cd prayer on hearing thunder. This 
Must be thy will, — for finer, higher Bpirils 
Have gone lliroiigh [his same process, — yet I think 



383 



f 



There wad religion in that strong delight, 

Those Eoanda, thoae thooghts «r power imparted. True, 

I did not say, " He is the Lord thy God," 

But I had feeling of hia essence. But 

"'Twis pride by which the angela fell." So be it 1 

But O, might I but see a little onward! 

Father, I cannot be a spirit of power; 

May I be active as a spirit of love, 

Since t!iou hast ta'en me from that path which Nature 

Seemed to appoint, 0, deign to ope anotiier, 

Where I may walk with thought and hope assured; 

"Lord, I believe; help thou mine unbelief!" 

Had I but faith like that which fired Novalis, 1 

I too could bear that the heart " fall in ashes," 

While the freed spirit rises from beneath thero, 

With heaven ward-iook, and Phce nix-plumes upsoaringl 



RICHTEB. 



Poet of Nature, gentlest of the wise, 

Most airy of the fanciful, most keeo 
Of satirists, thy thoughts, like butterfliea, 

Still near the sweetest scented flowers have beea : 
With Titian's colors, thou c«nst sunset paint ; 

With Raphael's dignity, celestial love; 
With Hogarth's pencil, each deceit and feint 

Of meanness and hypocrisy reprove; 
Canst to Devotion's highest flight sublime 

Exalt the mind; by tenderest pathos' art 

Dbsolve in purifying tears the heart, 
Or bid it, shuddering, recoil at crime ; 
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The fond illusinns of the youth and maid, 
At which so muiiy worM-fornied sages eoeer. 

When by thy altar-lighted torch displayed, 
Our natural religion must appear. 

All things in thee tend to one polar star; 

Magnetic all (hy influences are ; 
A labyrinth ; a flowery wilderness. 

Some in thy "slip-boxes" and honeymoons 
Complain of — want of order, I confess, 

But not of system in its highest sense. 
Who asks a guiding clew through this wide mind. 
In love of nature such will surely find. 

In tropic clirafis, live like the rropic bird, 
Whene'er a spice-fraught gmte may tempt thy stray; 

Nor be by cares of colder climes disturbed : 
lHo frost the summer's bloom shall drive awayi 

Nature's wide temple and the azure dome 

Have plan enough for the free spirit's home. 



THE THANKFDL AND THE THANKLESS. 



With equal sweetness the commissioned hoars 
Shed light and dew upon both weeds and flowers. 
The weeds unthankful raise their vile heads high. 
Flaunting back insult to the gracious sky ; 
While the dear flowers, with fond humility, 
Uplift the eyelids of a starry eye 
In speechless homage, and, from grateful hearts. 
Perfume that homage all around imparls. 




PEOPHECT AND FULFILMENT. " 

When leaves were fulling thickly in the pale November day, 
' A bird dropped here this feaClier upon her pensive waj. 
Another bird hits found it in the snow-chilled April day; 
I^ brings ta bim the music of all Tier summer's ky. 
Thus nweet birds, though unmated, do never sing in vain ; 
The lonely notes they utter to free thciii from their paio, 
Caught up by the echoes, ring through the blue dome, 
And by good spirits guided pierce to some gentle home. 

The pencil moved prophetic : together now men read 
In the fiiir book of nature, and find the hope thoy need. 
The wreath woven by the river is by the seaside worn, 
And one of fate's best arrows to its due mark is borne. 



GIVEN TO W. C. WITH A BLANK BOOK, UARCB, 1844. 

I'ht other' book to fill, more than eight years 
Have paid chance tribute of their smiles and tears ; 
Many bright strokes portray the varied scene — 
Wild sports, sweet ties tbe days of toil between ; 
And those related both in mind and blood, 
The wise, the true, the lovely, and the good. 
Have left their impress hej-e ; nor such alone. 
But those chance toys that lively feelings own ~ 

Weave their gay flourishes 'mid lines sincere, 
As 'mid the shadowy thickets bound the deer 
33 
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Accept a volume where the coining time 
Will join, I hope, .much reason nith the rhjnte^ ' 
And that the .itair liU eleadj feet tucend 
Maj prove a Jncob's Ifidder lo my friend, 
Peopled n'iih angel-shapes of promise hrighl. 
And ending only in the realms of light. 

May parity be stamped upon his Im'ow, 

Yet leave the mauly footsteps free aa now ; 

May generous love glow in his inmost heart, 

Trnth to its utleiance lend the only Rrt ; 

While more a man, may he be more the child j 

More thoughtful he, but the more sweet and mild ; 

May growing wisdom, mixed with sprightly cheer. 

Bless his own breast and tbase which hold him dear; 

Each act be worthy of his worthiest aim, 

And love of gooilness keep him free fi-om blame. 

Without a need straight rules for life to frame. 

Good Spirit, teach him what he ought lo be, 

Best to iiilfil his proper destiny, 

To serve himself, his fellow-men, and thee. 

These pages then will show how Nature wild 

Accepts her Master, cherishes her child; 

And many flowers, ere eight years more are donci 

Shall bless and blossom in the western sun. 



■^ EAGL 



EAGLES AND DOVES. 



A NEW-FLEDGED eaglet spread hia wings 

To seek for prey ; 

Then flew the huntsman's dart and cut 

The right wing's sinewy strength away. 

Headlong he falU into a myrtle grove ; 

There ihree days long devoured his grief, 

And writhed in pain 

Three long, long nights, three days as weary. 

At length he feels 

The all-heaiing power 

Of Nature's balsam. 

Forth from the shady bush he creeps, 

And tries his wing i but, ah 1 

The power lo soar is gone 1 

He scarce can Itfl himself 

Along the ground 

In search of food to keep mere life awake ; 

Then rests, deep mourning. 

On a low rock by the brook ; 

He looks up to the oak tree's top, 

Far up to heaven, 

And a tear glistens in his haughty eye. 

Just then come by a pair of fondling doTes, 
Playfully rustling through the grove. 
Cooing and toying, they go tripping 
Over golden sand and brook ; 
And, turning here and there, 
Their rose-tinged eyes descry 
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The iDly-mournJDg bird. 

The dove, with friendly curiosity, 

Flutlera to the next buah, and looka 

With tender sweetness on the wounded king. 

" Ah, why so sad ? " he cooes ; 

"Be of good cheer, my friend 1 

Hast thou not all the means of tranquil bliaa 

Around tbee here ? 

Canst thou not meet with swelling breast 

The last rays of the setting sun 

On the brook's mossy brink ? 

Canst wander 'mid the dewy flowers, 

And, from the superfluous wealth 

Of the woud-bushes, pluck at wiU 

Wholesome and delicate food, 

And at the silvery fountain quench thy thirst? 

friend ! the spirit of content 

Gives all that we cao know of bliss ; 

And this sweet spirit of content 

Finds every where its food." 

"0, wise one !" said the eagle, deeper still 

lato himself retiring j 

" wisdom, thou speakest as a dove ! " 



TO A FRIEND, WITH HEARTSEASE. 

Content in purplo lustre clad, 
Kingly serene, and golden glad ; 
Ko demi hues of sad contrition. 
No pallors of enforced auhmisaion ; 
Give me such content as this, 
And keep a while the rosy bliss. 



ASriRATlON. 

LIKES WBITTEN IN THE JOURNAL OF HER BBOTHEB B. F. » 

FoKESEEN', forespoken, not foredone, — • 
Ere ihe race be well begun, 
Tbe prescient soul is at tbe goal, 
One little moment binds tbe whole ; 
Happy they themselves who call 
To risk much, aud to conquer all ; 
Happy are they who many loasea, 
Sore defeat or frequent cruises, 
Though these may the heart dismay, 
Cannot the sure faith betray ; 
Who in beauty bless the Giver ; 
Seek ocean on the loveliest river j 
Or on desert island tossed, 
Seeing Heaven, think nought lost. 
May thy genius bring to thee 
Of this life experience free, 
And the earth vine's mysterious cup, 
Sweet and bitter yield thee up. 
But should the now Kpafkling bowl 
Chance to slip from thy control, 
And much of the enchanted wine 
Be spilt in sand, as 'twas with mine) 
Let blessings lost bring consecration, 
Change the pledge to a libation. 
For the Power to whook we bow 
Has given his pledge, tbat, if not now, 
They of pure and steadfast mind, 
By faith exalted, truth refined, 
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AaktorAe: aaOt't Ung sd q 
Thcm^nbble rant hs^ come 
Beat tbee, lenseleH. to thtgroaod, 
Inthedvfc beaet tbee raond; 
Fefsist to uk, and ther sill tame. 
Seek not br resl a hmnbier iitmae. 
And tboa wQl see whai fcv hare eec% 
The palace home of kisg and queen. 



THE ONE IN ALL. 



There are who sepanue the eternal li^tt 
In fonm of man and woman, da; and night t 
The; cannot bear l)iat God be eseence qait& 

Existence is as deep a verity : 
Without the dual, where is unity ? 
And the " I am " cannot forbear to be ; 

But from its primal nature forced to fraoM 

Mysteries, destinies of various name, 

Is forced to give wbat it has taught to clani 

Thus love mast answer to its own unrest; 

Tlic bad commands us to expect the best, 
And hope of its own prospeets is the test. 



d dost tliDU seek to Riid the one in two? 
Only upon the old i;an build the new ; 
The symbol which 3'ou seek is found in you. 

The heart and mind, the wisdom and the will, 
The man and woman, must be severed Btill, 
And Christ mu^t reconcile the good and ill. 

There are to whom each symhol is a musk ; 

The life of love is a mysleriou, task ; 

They want no acswer, for they >vouId not ask, 

A single thought transfuses every lorm; 
The sunny day is changed into the storm, 
For Eight is dark, liard soft, and cold is warm. 

One presence fills and floods the whole serene j 
Nothing can be, nothing has ever been. 
Except the one truth that creates the scene. 

Does the heart beat, — that is a seeming only ; 
You cannot be alone, though you are lonely; 
The All is neutralized in the One only. 

You ask a faith, — they are content with faith; 
You ask lo have, — but they reply, " It hath." 
There is no end, and there need be no path. 

The day wears heavily, — why, then, ignore it ; 
Peace is the soul's desire, — such thoughts restore it ; 
The truth thou art, — it needs not lo implore it. 

7%e Presence all thy fancies supcrsedea, 

All that is done which than wouldst seek in deedd, 

T7te wealth obliterates all seeming needs. 

Both these are true, and if they are at strife, 
The mystery bears the one name of Life, 
That, slowly spelled, will jet compose the strife. 
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The men of old say, " Live twelve thousand years. 

And see the end of all that here appears. 

And Moxen * shall absorb thy smiles and tea»." 

These later men say, " L'ne this little day. 

Believe that human nature is the way, 

And know both Sod and Father while you pray; 

And one in two, in three, and none alone. 
Letting you know even m you are known. 
Shall make the you and me eternal parts of one." 

To me, our destinies seem flower and fruit 
Bora of an ever-generating root; 
The other statement I cannot dispute. 

But say that Love and Life eternal seem, 

And if eternal ties be but a dream, 

What is the meaaing of that self-same teemf 

Your nature craves Eternity for Truth j 

Eternity of Love is pniyer of youth; 

How, without love, would have gone forth your truth ? 

I do not think we are deceived to gi"ow, 
But that the crudest fancy, slightest show, 
Covera some separate truth that we may knowi 

In the one Truth, each separate fact is true; 

Eternally in one I many view. 

And destinies through destiny pursue. 

This is ray tendency ; hut can I say 

That this my thought leads the true, only way ? 

I only know it constant leads, and I obey. 



the dlriue mini. 




I only know one prayer — " Give me the truth, 
Give me that cnlored whiteness, ancient youth, 
Complex and simple, seen in joy and ruth. 

Let me not by vain wishes bflr my claim. 
Nor soothe my hunger by an empty name, 
Nor crucify the Son of man hy hasty blame. 

But in the earth and fire, water and air. 
Live eameEtly by turns without despair, 
Nor seek a home till bonoe be every where ! " 
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A GREETING. 

Thoughts which come at a call 
Ai-e no better than if they came not at all | 

Neither flower nor fruit, 

Yielding no root 

For plant, slirub, or tree. 

Thus I have not for thee 

One good word to say. 

To-day, 
Except that I prize thy gentle heart. 
Free from ambition, falsehood, or B^^ 

And thy good mind. 

Daily refined. 

By pure desire 
To fan the heaven-seeking fire. 
May it rise higher and itigher, 

Till in thee 
Gentleness finds its dignity, 
Life flowing tranquil, pure and free, 
A mild, unbroken harmony. 
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LINES TO EDITH, ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

If the same star our fate!; together bind, 

Why are we thus divided, mind from mind ? 

If the same law one grief to both impart. 

How couldst thou grieve a trusting mother's heart? 



Our aspiration seeks a 

Why were we tempered of such differing frame ? ' 

But 'tis too late to turn this wrong to right; 

Tcu cold, too damp, too deep, has fallen the night 

And yet, the angel of my life replies. 
Upon that night a morning star shall rise, 
Fairer than that wliich ruled thy temporal birth, 
Undimmed by vapors of the dreamy earth. 

It says, that, where a heart thy claim denies, 
Genius shall read its secret ere it flies ; 
The earthly form may vanish from thy side. 
Pure love will make thee still the spirit's bride. 

And thou, ungentle, yet much loving child, 
Whose heart still shows the " untamed haggard wild," 
A heart which justly makes the highest claim. 
Too easily is checked by transient blame. 



Ere Euch ai 


orb oan as 


cert 


in its 


sphere, 




The ordeal 


must be various 


and 


evere ; 




My prayer 


attend thee 


fho 


i.gh t^ 


e feet may 


ily. 



I hear thy n 



W M ITT KH m HEB BROTHER B. T. f. 8 JOUBMAL. 

Ilaik the perfect man, uid behold tbe upright, for the end of that rou 
lee." — PjafcuuuiYii. 37. 

Thr man of heart and words sincere, 

Who truth iiiid justice follows Btill, 
Pursues hid way with conscience clear, 

Unharmed by earthlj care and iU. 
His promises he nerer breaka, 

But sacredly to each adheres ; 
Honor's straight path he ne'er forsakes. 

Though danger in tbe way appears. 
He never boasts, will ne'er deceivo 

For vanity oor yet for gain ; 
All that he says you may believe ; 

For worlds he would Dot coosdence Etain. 
If he desires what others do, 

And they deserTe it more than he, 
He gives to them what is their due, 

Happy in his humility. 
Not to his frieuds alone he's kind, 

But his toes too with candor sees i 
Not to their good intentions blind. 

Though hopeless their dislike t' appease. 
His eyes are clear, his hand^ are pur«> ^ 

To God it is his constant prayer 
That, be he rich or be he poor. 

He never may wrong actions dare. 
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If rich, he to the sufiering gives 

All he can spare, and thinks it just, 
That, since be by God's bountj lives, 

He should ss steward hold his trust. 
If poor, he envies not ; he knows 

How covelousness corrupts the heart. 
Whatever a just God bestows 

Bcceiving as his proper part. 
Father, such a man Td be ; 

Like him would act, like him would praj: 1 
Lead me in truth and purity 

To win thy peace and see thy day. 



UN A PICTUKK REPRESENTING THE DESCENT 
FROM THE CROSS. 

BY RAPHAEL. 

ViRniH Mother, Mary mild I 
It was thine to see the child, 

Gift of the Messiah dove, 

Pure blossom of ideal love, 
Break, upon the " guilty cross," 

The seeming promise of his life ; 
Of faith, of hope, of love, a loss. 

Deepened all thy bosom's strife, 
Brow down-bent, and heart-strings torn, 
Fainting, by frail arms upborne. 



All those EtartlBd figures sliow, 

That they did not apprehend 
The thought of Him who there lies loir, 

On whom Ilio^e sorrowing eyes they bend. 
They do not feel this holiest hour ; 
Their hearts soar not to read the power, 

Which this deepest of distress 

Alone could give to save and bless. 

Soul of that fair, now ruined form, 
Thou who hadst force lo bide the storm, 

Must again descend lo tell 

Of thy Ufe the hidden spell ; 
Though their henrts whhin them burned. 
The flame rose not till he netumed. 

Just BO all our dead ones lie; 

Just BO call our thoughts on high ; 

Thus we linger on the earth, 

And dully miss death's heavenly birth. 



THE CAPTURED WILD HOKSE.* 



Oh the boundless plai 

By an unseen compass steering. 
Wildly flying, reappearing, — 
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With UDtamed fire tbeir brood eyes glowing, 
In every step a gi'nnd pride showing, 
il knowing, — 



Happy as the trees and dowera, 
In their instinct cradled hours, 
Happier in fuller powers, — 

See the wild herd nobly ranging 
Kature varying, not changing, 
Lawful in ibeir lawless ranging. 

But hark ! what boding erouches nrar? 
On the horizon now appe^kr 
Cenlaur-forma of force and fear. 

On their enslaved brethren borne, 
With bit and whip of tyrant scofti. 
To make new captives, as forlorn. 

Wildly snort the astonished throng, 

Stamp, and wheel, and fly along. 

Those centaur-powers I hey know are strong. 

But the lasso, skilful cast, 
Holds one only captive fast. 
Youngest, weakest — left the last. 

How thou Irembledst then, Konick I 
Thy full breath came short and thick, 
Thy heart to bursting beat so quick; 

Thy strange brethren peering round, 
By those tyrants held and bound. 
Tyrants fell,— whom fails confoundl 



■With rnge and pity fill ihy heart; 
Death shall he thy chosen part, 
Ere such slavery tame thy heart. 

But strange, unexpected joy I 

They seem to mean thee no annoy — 

Gallop off both man and boy. 

Let the wild horse freely go 1 
Almost he shames it should be so; 
So lightly prized himself to know. 

All deception 'tis, O steed! 
Ne'er again upon the mead 
Shall thou a free wild horse feed. 

The mark of man doth blot thy side, 

The fear of man dolh dull thj pride, 
Thy master soon shall on thee ride. 

Thy brethren of the free plain, 

Joyful speeding back again, 

With proud career and flowiDg mane, 

Find thee branded, left alone. 

And their'hearta are turned to stone— 

They keep (hee in iheir midst alontb 



Cruel the intervening years. 
Seeming freedom stained by fear^ 
Till the captor reappears ; 



Finds thee with thy broken pride. 
Amid thy peers still lefb aside, 
Unbelored and unallied; 
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Finds thee readr for thv fate : 
For joy and hope 'tis all too late — 
Thon'rt wedded to thv sad estate. 



Woaldst hare the prineelv spirit bowed? 
Whisper odIv, speak not load, 
Biark and leave him in the crowd. 

Thon need'st not spies nor jailers baTe ; 
The free will serve thee like the slave. 
Coward shrinking from the brave. 

And thv cohorts, when thev oome 
To take the weary captive home. 
Need only beat the retreating dram. 



EPILOGUE TO THE TRAGEDY OF ESSEX. 

BPOKEN IK THE CHARACTER OF THE QUEEK. TRANS- 
LATED FROM GCETHE. 

No Essex here! — anblest — they give no sign. 
And shall sach live, while earth's best nobleness 
Departs and leaves her barren ? Now too late 
Weakness apd cunning both are exoreised. 
How could I trust thee whom I knew so well ? 



Am I not like the fool of fable ? He 
"Who in liis bosom warmed the frozen viper, 
And fancied man might hope for gratitude 
From the betrayer's -seed ? Away ! begone ! 
No breath, no sound shall here insult my anguish. 
Essex is dumb, and Ibey shall all lie so; 
Ko human presence shall control my mood. 
Begone, I say ! The queen would be alone ! 

(77ier/aUffOOilt.J 

Alone and still ! This day (he cup of woe 
le full; and while I drain its. bitter dregs, 
Calm, queenlike, stern, I would review the post 
Well it becomes the favorite of fortune, 
The royal arbitress of others' weal, 
The world's desire, and EngJand'a deity, 
Self-poiaed, self-governed, clear and firm to gazo 
Where others close their aching eyes, to dream. 

Who fi-el' imper al co irage glow witliin 

Fears not t! e m nes wl ich lie heneath hia throne ; 

Bold he Bacends though knowing well his peril — 

Majestical and fearless holds the sceptre. 

The golden circlet of enormous weight 

He wears with brow serene and smiling air, 

As though a myrtle chaplet graced his temples. 

And thus didst ikou. The far removed thy power 

Attracted and subjected to thy will, 

The hates and fears which oft beset thy way 

Were seen, were met, and conquered by thy courage. 

Thy tyrant father's wrath, thy mother's hopeless fateg 

Thy sister's harshness, — all were cast behind; 

And to, a soul like thine, bonds and harsh usage 

Taught fortitude, prudence, and self-command. 

To act, or to endure. Fale did ibe rest. 
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One brilliant day thou heard'st, " Long live the Queen ! " 
A queen thou wert; and in the heart's despite, 
Despite the foes without, within, who ceaseless 
Have threatened war nnd death. — a queen thou art. 
And wilt be, while a spark of life remains. 
But thia last deadly blow — I feel it here ! 
Yet the low, prying world shall ne'er perceive it. 
"Actress"' they call me, — 'tis a qucen'd vocaliotil 
The people stare and whisper — what would they 
But acting, to amuse them? la deceit 
Unknown, except in regal palaces ? 
The child at play already is an actor. 

Still to thyself, let weal or woe betide, 

Elixabeth! be true and etoadfaet ever! 

Maintain tliy fixed reserve : 'tis just ; what hcjii't 

Can synipathizfl with a queen's agony ? 

The false, false world, — it wooes me for my treasures. 

My favors, and tlie place my jsmile confers; 

And if for love I offer mutual love. 

My minion, not content, must have the crown. 

Twaa thus with Essex ; yet to thee, O heart 1 

I dare to ^ay it, tby all died with him ! 

Mnu must experience — be he who he may^ 
Of bliss a last, irrevocable day. 
Each owns this true, but cannot bear to live 
And feel the last has come, the Inst has gone; 
That never eye again in earnest tenderness 
Shall turn lo him, — no heart shall thickly beat 
When his footfall is heard, — no speaking blush 
Tell the soul's wild delight at meeting, — never 
Kapture in presume, hope in absence more, 
Be his, — no son of love illume his landscape! 
Yet thus it is with me. Tliroughout this heart 



L 



Deep night, without a star ! What all the host 
To me, — my Esbck; fallen, from the heavens ! 
To me he was the centre »f the world, 

X of time. Wood, lawn, or hall, 
The busy mart, the verdant solitude, 

e but the fame of one bright image; 
That face is dust, — those lustrous eyes are closed, 
And the frame mocks me with ifi! empty centre. 

How nobly free, bow gallantly he bore him, 

The cbarrae of yonlh uoinbined with manhood's vigor I 

How sage hia counisel, and how warm his valor, — 

The glowing fire and the aspiring flame! 

Even in his presumption he wae kingly 1 

But ah! does memory cheat me? What waa all, 

e Truth was wanting, and the man I loved 
Could court his death to vent his anger on me, 
And I must punish him, or live degraded. 
I chose the first ; but in his death I died. 
Land, sea, church, people, Chrone, — all, all a 
I live a living death, and call it royalty. 
Yet, wretched ruler o'er these empty gauda, 
A part remains to play, and I will play it 
A parple manUe hides my empty heart, 
The kiugly crown adorns my aching brow, 
And pride conceals my anguish from the world. 

But in the still and ghostly midnight hour. 

From each intrudiug eye and ear set free, 

I still may shed the bitter, hopeless tear, 

I4^or fear the babbling of the enrlees wallsi 

I to myself may say, " I die ! I die ! 

Elizabeth, unfriended and iilone, 

So die as tliou hast^ive^l, — nione, but tjueenliko. 



ught, 
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HYMN WRITTEN FOR A SUNDAY SCHOOL. 



^ 



Behild, thj father and I have soil 

"And he said unto them, Hot 

that I must be about mj Tather's 



Thus early was Ciirist's course begun, 
Thus radiant dawned celestial day; 

And those who such a race would run, 
As early should be on the way. 

n. 

His Father's business was his care, 
Yet in man's favor still he grew : 

0, might we learn, by thought and prayer, 
Like him a work ol' love to do ! 

rn. 
Wisdom and virtue still he sought, 

Nor ignorant nor vile despised : 
True was each action, pure each thought, 

And each pure hope he realized. 

IV. 
The empires of this world, in vain. 

Offered their sceptres to his hand ; 
Fearless he trod the stormy main, 

Fearless 'mid throngs of foes could staQd. 



Yet with his courage and his power 

Combined such sweetness and such love. 



He could revere the simplest flower, 
The vilest sinners firm reprove. 

71. 
For all mankind he came, nor jet 

An iafant's visit "would denj; 
Nor i'riend tior mother did forget 

In his liLst hour of agony 

TU. 

0, children, ask hioa to impart 
That spirit clear and temper mild, 

Whieh made the mother in her heail 
Keep all the sayings of her child, 

VIIT. 

Bless him who said, of ench as you 
His Father's kingdom is, and sdll, 

His yoke to bear, his work: to do, 
Study his life to learn his wilL 



DESEKTION. 

TRANSLATION OF ONE OF QARCILASO'S ECLOOUBB. 

With my lamenting touched, the lofty trees 

Incline their graeefiil heads withoot a breeze; 

The listening birds forego their joyous song. 

For soft and monrnliil strains, which echoes taint prolonf^ 

Lions and bears resign the charms of sleep 
To hear my lonely plaint, and see me weep ; 
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At my approRcliing denth e'en Btones reletrt. 
Tet though yourself the fatal cause j'ou know, 

e those lovely eyes are bent: 
Flow freely, tears ! 'tis meet that you should flow I 

Although for my relief thou wilt not come, 

Leave not the place where once thou loved'atito roBinl 

Here thou mayst rove secure from meeting me ; 

"With a torn heart forever hence I flee. 

Come, if 'twere this alone thy footsteps stayed, 

Here the sofl meadow, tjie delightful shade, 

Tlie roses now in flower, the waters clear. 

Invite thee to the valley once so dear. 

Come, and bring with thee thy late-chosen love t 
Each object shall thy perfidy reprove ; 
e to another thou hast given thy heart, 
le forever I depart. 
And soon Isind Xteath my sorrows shaU remwra, 
The bitter ending of my faithful love. 



SONG WRITTEN FOR A MAT DAY FESTIVAL., 

TO SK BDMG TO TELE TUNE OF "THE SOHNT BOiX." 



0, BLE8s€ri be this sweet May day, 

The fairest of the year ; 
The birds are heard from every sprtij', 

And the blue sky shines so clear I 
White blossoms deck the apple tree, 

Blue violeu the plain ; 




Their fracfranoe tells the wand'ring bee 

ThRt Spring is come again. 
Well cull the blossoms from the bough 

Where robins gayly sing. 
We'll wreathe them for our queen's pure broVi 

We'll wreathe them for our king. 



The winter wind is bleak and sad, 

And chill the winter rnia ; 
Bnt these May gales blow warm and glad, 

And charm tlie heart 'from pain. 
The sick, the pool' rejoice onee more, 

Pale cheeks resume their glow, 
And those who thought their day was o'er 

New life lo May suns owe. 
And we, in youtli and health so gay, 

Sheltered by love and care. 
How should we joy in blooming Maj^ 

And bless its balmy air ! 



We are the children of the Spring ; 

Our home is always g-reen ; 
Green be the garland of our king, 

The livery of our queen. 
The gardener's care the seed has atru>ira, 

To deck our home with flowers ; 
Our Father's love from liigh has shone, 

And sent the needed aliowers. 
Barren indeed the plants must be, 

If they should not disclose, 
Tejided and cherished with sueh toil. 

The lily and the rose. 
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Meanwhile through ihe wild wood wu'll itno. 

Where earliest flowerets grow, 
And greet each simple bud with love, 

Which tells ua what to do — 
That, though untended, we m&j bloom 

And smile on all around, 
And one day rise Froin earth'a low tomti^ 

To live where Ught ia ibuiid. 
A modest violet be our queen, 

Still fragrant, though alone. 
Our king a laurel — evergreen — 

To which no blight is known. 



So let nd bless the sweet May day, 

And pray the coming year 
May see us walk the upward way — 

&Gnds earnest, conscience clear; 
That fruit Spring's amplest hope may crown. 

And every winged day 
Make to our hearts more dear, more known. 

The hope, the peace of May I 
80 cull the blossoms jrom the bough 

Where birds so gayly sing; 
Wall wreathe them for our queen's pure brow» 

Well wreathe them for our king. 



CARADOEl SINGING. 

Let not the heart o'erladen hither fly, 
Hoping in tears lo vent its misery ; 
She soars not like the lai-k with eager cry, 
Kot hers the robin's notes of loTit &nd Joy ; 
Nor, like the nightingale's love-descant, tells 
Her Bong the truths of the heart's hidden welta. 
Come, if thy soul be tranquil, and her voice 
Shalt bid the tranquil lake lough and rejoice ; 
Shall liglitly warble, flutter, hover, dance, 
And charm thee by its sportive elegance. 
A fininbed style the highest art has given, 
And a fine organ she received from heaven : 
But genius casts not here one living ray ; 
Thou shalt approve, admire, not weep, to-day. 



As by the wayside the worn traveller lies, 
And finds no pillow for his aching brow, 
Except the pack beneath whose weight he dies, — 

If loving hrp.ezes from thK far west blow, 
Laden with perfume from those blissful boners 
Where gentle youth and hope once gilded all his hcran^ 
As fans that loving breeze, tears spring again, 
And cool the fever of his wearied brain. 
35 
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£ven so to me the soft I'omantic dream 

Of one who still may sit at fancy's feet. 
Where lore and bea.uty yet are all the theme, 
Where sphenil concords find an echo meeL 
To the ideal my vexed spirit turns. 
But often for communion vainly bums. 
Blest is that hour when brcejie of poesy 
From far the ancient fragrance wafts to mej 
TTiis time ihrice blest, because it came UDSoagbt, 
" Sweet sujiplianee," and dear, because %mbouffkt, i 



INFLUENCE OF THE OUTWAED. 

The sun, the moon, tlie waters, and the air, 
The hopeful, boly, terrible, and fair ; 
Flower-alphabets, love-letters from (he wave, 
All mysteries which fluiter, blow, skim, lave ; 
AU that is ever-speaking, never spoken. 
Spells that are ever breaking, never broken, — 
Have played upon my soul, and every string 
Confessed the touch which oucc could make it sing 
Triiimphal notes; and still, though changed the lotra, 
Though damp and jarring fall the Jyre bath known. 
It would, if filly played, and all its deep notes wove 
Into one tissue of belief and love, 
Tield melodie^i for angel-andience meet, 
And peeans fit creative power to greet. 

O, injured lyre! thy golden frame is marred; 
So garlands deck thee ; no libations poured 
Tell to the earth the triumphs of thy songi 
No princely halls echo thy sd-aiiis along ; 
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But Btill the Btrings are there ; and if at last Ihey break, 

Even in death aotne melody will make. 

Mightst thou once more be HtruDg, might yet the powet 

be given, 
To tell in nambei-B all thou haat of heaven ! 
But no ! thy fragments scattered by the way, 
To children given, help the childish play. 
Be it thy pride to feel thy latest sigh 
Could not forget the law of harmoDy, 
Thou couldat not live for blias — but thou for truth 

couldst die 1 



TO MISS E. B* 

A aRACEFUi. fiction of the olden day 

Tells us that, by a mighty masler'a sway, 

A city rose, obedient to the lyre ; 

That his sweet strains rude matter could inspire 

With zeal his harmony to emulate ; 

Thus to the spot where that sweet singer sat 

The rocks advanced, in symmetry combined. 

To form the palace and the temple joined. 

The arts are sisters, and united all, 

So arcliitecture answered music's calL 



In modern days such feats do more we see. 
And matter dares 'gainst mind a rebel be ; 
The faith is gone such miracles which wrought; 
Masons and carpenters must aid our thought ; 
The harp and voice in vain would try their skill 
To raise a city on our hard-lmund soil ; 



I'' 



-Et.,] 
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Tilt! rocks buvH lain asleep so maiij a year, 
Notbing but gunpowder will make them sdr; 
I doubt ir even for your voice would come 
The smallest pebble from its sandy home; 
Bill, if tbe iniustrel can no more create, 
For liuilding, if be live a little late, 
He wields a power of not iuferior kiod, 
No longer rules o'er matter, but o'er mind. 
And when a voice like yours its soag doth poor^ 
If it can raise palace and lower no mor^ 
It can each ugly fabric melt away, 
Bidding the fancy fairer scuiea portray; 
Ila soft and brilliant tones onr thoughts can wi^ 
To climes whence ihey congenial magic bring; 
As by the sweet Italian voice is given 
Dream of the radiance of Ilalia'j heaven. 

Whether in round, low notes the strain may swel^ 
As if Go(ne tale ot woe or wrong lo tell. 
Or svift and light tbe upward notes are besrd. 
With tbe fall cardling deamest^ of a bird, 
Tbe slRUB of soand untroiibled Aowa alo^^ 
Aad BO obatmcuoB otars joar finMn^ "oiiS- 
So tfiAed Botes, on ^sp. M> 31-ia^bl graan, 
~ IT trilb is wocst-wlected pt^f i. 



And afterwards each untaught passer-by, 

By touching it, could rouse the melody, — 

Even thus a heart once by your music thrilled, 

An ear which your delightful voice has filled, 

Id memory a talisman have found 

To repel many a dull, harsli, after-sound; 

And, as the music lingered in the alone, 

After the minstrel and the lyre were gone, 

Even so my thoughts and wishes, turned to sweetnesa, 

Lend to the heavy hours unwonted Ueelnegs ; 

And common objects, calliog up the tone, 

I caught from you, wake beauty not their own. 



SISTRUM* 



Triune, shaping, restless power, 
Life-flow from life's natal hour, 
No music chords are itt thy sound ; 
By some thon'rt but a. mttle found ; 
Yet, without thy ceaseless motion, 
To ice would turn thc.ir dead devotion. 
Life-flow of my natal hour, 
I will not weary of thy power. 
Till in the changes of thy sound 
A chord's three parts distinct are fouadi 
I will faithful move with thee, 
God-ordered, self-fed energy. 
Nature in eternity. 
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POEMS. 41o 

O, I know, and knew it well, 

How unworthy was the spell 

In its silken band to bind 

Mj heaven-bom, heaven-seeking mmd* 

Thou lonely moon, thou knowest well 
Why I yielded to the spell ; 
Just so thou didst condescend 
Thy own precept to offend. 

When wondering nymphs thee questioned why 

That abandonment of eye, 

Crying, " Dian,* heaven's queen. 

What can that trembling eyelash mean ? ** 

Waning, over ocean's breast, 
Thou didst strive to hide unrest 
From the question of their eyes, 
Unseeing in their dull surprise. 

Thy Endymion had grown ol^ ; 
Thy only love was marred with cold; 
No longer to the secret cave 
Thy ray could pierce, and answer have. 

No more to thee, no more, no more. 
Till thy circling life be o'er, 
A mutual heart shall be a home, 
Of weary wishes happy tomb. 



[* Diana is represented as driving the chariot of the moon, as Apollo 
that of the sun. Mythology states that while enlightening the earth at 
Luna, the moon, she beheld the hunter Endymion sleeping in the forest. 
With her rays she kissed the lips of the hunter — a favor she had nevci 
before bestowed on god or man. — Ei).] 
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No more, no more — O words which aever 
Hearts from their hopes, to part forerer ! 
Thej can beli^^'^e it never ! 



LINES WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM.* 



Some name? there are at sight of whidi will 

Visions of triamph to the doUest eyes ; 

Thej hreathe of gariands from a grateful nee. 

The J tell of lictorj o'er all that's base ; 

To write them eagles might their plomage give, 

And granite rod^s shoold jield, that thej maj live. 

Others there are at sight of which will rise 

Visions of beaatj to all loving eves. 

Of radiant sweetness, or of gentle grace. 

The poesj of manner or of &ce. 

Spell of intense, if not of widest power ; 

The strong the ages role ; the fair, the hour. 

And there are names at sight of which will rise 

Visions of goodness to the mourner's ejes ; 

Thej ti^ of generositj untired. 

Which gave to others all the heart desired ; 

Of Virtue's uitcompiaiHin^ sacrifice. 

And holj hopes which sought their native skiesL 

If I could hope that at mv name would rise 
Visions like these, before those gentle ejes^ 
How gladlv would I place it in the shrine 

[* ThMe lines vere writteB wHIloiit her signature attached. — ISb.] 




Where many honored names are linked with thine, 
And know, if lone and far my pathway lies, 
• My name is living 'mid the good and wise. 



It mu3t not be, for now I know too well 
Thai those to whom my name has aught to tell 
O'er ba£Qed eSbrts would lament or blame. 
Who heeds a breaking reed? — a sinking flame? 
Best wishes and kind thoughts I give lo thee, 
Bat mine, indeed, an empty name would be. 



TO i 



Odb friend has likened thee to the sweet fern. 
Which with no flower salutes the ardent day, 
Yet, as the wanderer pursues his way. 

While the dews fall, and hues of sunset burn, 

Sheds forth a fragrance from the deep green brake, 
Sweeter than the rich scents that gardens make. 

Like thee, the fern loves well the hallowed shade 
Of trees that quietly aspire on high ; 

Amid pnch groves was consecration made 
Of vestals, tranquil as the vestal sky. 

Like thee, ihe fern doth better love to bide 
Beneath the leaf the treasure of its seed, 

Than to display it, with an idle pride. 
To any but the careful gatherer's heed — 

A treasure known to philosophic ken, 

Garnered in nature, asking nought of men ; 
Nay, can invisible the wearer make, 
Who would unnoted in life's game partake. 
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But T will liken thee (o the sweet hay, 

Which I flret learned, in the Cohasaet woods, 

To name upon a Bweet and penaive day 
Passed in their mioistering solitudes. 

I had grown weary of the anthem high 

Of the full waves, cheering the patient rockg; 
I had grown weary of the sob and sigh 

Of (he dull ebb, after emolion's ahocka; 
My eye was weary of tlie glittering blue 

And the unbroken horizontal line; 
My mind was weary, tempted to pursue 

The circling waters in their wide design, 
Like snowy sea-gulls stooping to the wave, 

Or rising buoyant to the utmost air, 
To dart, to circle, airily to luve. 

Or wave-liite float in foam-born lightness ftdri 
I had swept onward like the wave so full, 
Like sea weed now left on the shore so dull. 

I turned my steps to the retreating hills. 
Rejected sand from that great haughty sea. 

Watered by nature with consoling rills. 

And gradual dressed with grass, and shrub, and tree^ 

They seemed to welcome me with timid smile. 

That said, " We'd like to soothe you for a while; 
You seem to have been treated by the sea 
In the same way that long ago were we." 

They had not much to boast, those gentle slopes. 
For the wild gambols of the sea-sent breese 

Had mocked at many of their quiet hopes. 

And bent and dwarfed their fondly cherished trees * 

Tet even in tlioee marks of hj-past wind, 

There wa?; a tender stilling for my mind. 



Hilling nitliin b small but tbiclc-set wood, 

I soon forgot the haughty, chiding flood. 

The sheep bell's tinkle od tlic di-oway ear, 

With the bird's chirp, so short, and light, and clear, 

Compoaed a melody that filled my heart 

With flower-like growths of childish, artless art, 

And of the leader, tranquil life I lived apart. 



It was an hour of pure tranquillitj, 
Like to the autumn sweetneas of thine eye, 
"Which priea not, aeeks not, and yet clearly sees — 
Which wooes nol, beams not, yet is sure to please. 
Hours passed, and sunset called me lo return 
Where its sad glories on the cold wave hum. 



Rising from my kind bed of thick-strewn leaves, 
A fragrance the astonished sense receives, 
Ambrosial, searching, yet retiring, mild : 
Of that soft scene the soul waa it? or child? 
'Twas the sweet bay I had unwitting spread, 
A pillow for my senseless, throbhing head, 
And which, like all the sweetest things, demands. 
To make it speak, the grasp of alien hands. 



All that this scene did in that n 

I since have read, wise, mild friend I in thee. 

Pardon the rude grasp, its sincerity. 
And feel that I, at least, have known thee well. 
Grudge not the green leaves ravished from thy stem, 

Their music, should I live, muse-like to tell ; 
Thou wilt, in fieslier green foi^elting them. 

Send others (o console me for farewell. 
Thop wilt see why the dim word of regret 
Was made the one to rhyme ■with Margaret. 
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But lo the Oriental parent tongue. 

Sunrise of Nature, does mj chosen name. 
My name of Leila, aa a spell, belong, 

Teacbing the meamng of eacb temporal blame ; 
I cho^e it bj the sound, not knowing why ; 

But since I know that Leila stands tor ni^i, 
1 own thai ?able mantle of the sky. 

Through which pierce, gem-like, points of distant liglit; 
Ai sorrow truths, so night brings out her stars ; 

O, add Dot, bard ! that those stars shine too late! 
While earth grows green amid the ocean jars. 

And trumpets yet shall wake the. slain of hex ^obS 
century- wars. 



LINES WRITTEN IN BOSTON ON A BEAUTI- 
FUL AUTUMNAL DAT. 

As late we lived upon the gentle etream. 

Nature refused QS smiles and kindly airs ; 
The sun but rarely deigned a pallid gles 

Then clouds came instantly, like glooms and tears, 
Upon the timid flickerings of oar hope ; 

The moon, amid the thick mists ot' the night. 
Had scarcely power her gentle eye to ope. 

And climb Ibe heavenly steeps. A moment bi^it 
Shinmiered the hectic leaves, then rudely torn 

By winds that sobbed to see the wreck they a 
Upon the amber waves were thickly borne 

Adonis' gardens for the realms of shade. 
While thoughts of beauty past all wish for livelier life forbade 
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So sped ilio many days of tranquil life, 

And on the stream, or by tlie mill's bright fire, 
The wailiog winds had told of distant strife, 
Still bade us for the moment yield desire 
To think, to feel, the moment gave, — we needed not aspire 1 

Returning here, no harvest fields I see, 

Nor russet beauty of the thoughtful year. 
Where is the honey of the city bee ? 

:S upon this muddy stream appear. 
The housekeeper is gelling in his coal. 

The lecturer his showiest thoughts is selliug; 
I hear of Major Somebody, the Pole, 

And Mr. Lyell, how rocks grow, is telling ; 
But not a breath of thoughtful poesy 

Does any social impulse bring to me ; 
But, many cares, sad thoughts of men unwise. 

Base yield] ngs, and un ransomed destinies, 

Hopes uninstructed, and unhallowed tieB. 

Yet here the sun smiles sweet as heavenly 1ot(^ 

Upon the eve of earthly severance ; 
The youthfulest tender clouds float all above, 

And earth lies steeped in odors like a trance. 
The moon looks down as though she ne'er could leave i 
And these last trembling leaves sigh, " Must they 
deceive us ?" 
Surely some life is living in this light, 
Truer than mine some soul received last night ; 
I cannot freely greet this beauteous day. 
But does not thi/ heart sweU to hail the genial ray ? 
I would not nature these last loving words in vtun should aaj 
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un should aaj ,^^^M 



UFE WITHOOT AND U1"E WTTHIK. 



WITH herbcbt's POBIIB. 



Dost thou remember that fair suminer's daj. 
As, sick and weary on my couch I lay, 
Tboa broughtst thia Utile book, aod didst difiit^ 
O'er m_r dart boor the light of Herbert's tame ? 
The " Elixir," fatd *■ True Hymn," were then thy d 
And the high strain gained sweetness from thy t 
The book, before that day to me nnknown, 
I took to heart at once, and made my owit. 



Three winters and three snnuners since hare p 
And bitter griefs the beans of both have tried ; 

Uly sympathy b lost to me at last ; 

A dearer love has torn thee from my aide ; 

Scenes friends, to me unknown, now daim thy csre ; 

Ko more thy joys or griefs I soothe or sliare ; 

Ka more thy lovely form my eye &haU bless ; 

TIk gentle aoile, ibe timid, mate caress, 
Ko iMOR shall bi«ak the tey dmms wludi m»y mj 1 



Kev dutiea daim bs botk ; iada^enl Heavca 
T«a years of duitnal )o«« to w ittd fire* ; 
Tke pkats fmm eariy jraolh toge^Ma grew. 
Together all Tooth's iwa and tcaiyeei^ knew. 
At B^ matut« «rriT«d, thou, giacc&l viae I 
Didst $eek a :!beltesnag tice RMMd «Ud to twian; 
miile 1, Hke Dortfceta fir, mnt be eouca* 
> dtep the rock vhtdt gave my jooch its svaotj 
iihtiint 



Tiie world for which we sighed is with us uowj 
No longer musing on the why or how. 
What reallj does exist we now must meet ; 
Life's dusty highwrty is beneath our feet ; 
Life's fainting pilgrims claim our ministry, 
And the whole scene speaks stem reality. 

Say, in the tasks reality has brought, 

Keepet ihou the plan that pleased thy childish thouglit F 

Does Herbert's " Hymn " in thy heart echo now ? 

Herbert's " Elixir " in thy bosom glow ? 

In Herbert's " Temper " dost thou strive to be ? 

Does Herbert's " Pearl" seem Ihe true peai'l to thee ? 

O, if 'tis so, I have not prayed in vain ! — 

My friend, my sister, we shall meet again. 

I dare not say that / am always true 

To the vocation which my young thought knew ; 

But the Great Spirit blesses me, and still. 

Though clouds may darken o'er the heavenly will, 

Upon the hidden sun my thoughts can rest, 

And oft the rainbow glitters in the west. 

This earth no more seems all the world to me ; 

Before me shines a far eternity. 

Whose laws to roe, when thought is calmly poised. 

Suffice, as they to angels have sulllced. 

I know the thunder has not ceased to roll, 

Not all the iron yet has pierced my soul ; 

I know no earthly honors wait for me. 

No earthly love my heart shaU satisfy. 

Tears, of these eyes Still oft the guests must bo. 

Long hours be borne, of chilling apathy ; 

Still harder teachings come to make me wise, 

And life's best blood must seal the sacrifice. 
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But He who still seems nearer and more bright^ 
Nor from my seeking eye withholds his light, 
Will not forsake me, for his pledge is given ; 
Virtue shall teach the soul its way to heaven. 

O, pray for me, and I for thee will pray ; 
And more than loving words we used to say 
Shall this avail. But little more we meet 
In life — ah, how the years begin to fleet I 
Ask — pray that I may seek beauty and truth j 
In their high sphere we shall renew our youth. 
On wings of steadfast faith there mayst thou soar. 
And jny soul fret at barriers no more I 
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